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«    VOCATIONS  IN  THE  MARIAN  YEAR  » 


"The  Thoughts  of  Youth  are  Long,  Long  Thoughts." 
What  shall  I  do?  What  shall  I  be?  Where  shall  I  go? 


This  year  consecrated  in  a  special  manner  to  Mary 
Immaculate  should  be  prolific  in  vocations.  Mary 
our  Blessed  Mother  surveying  the  present  world  with 
all  its  evils  can  see  the  need  of  many  religious  and 
missionary  vocations.  She  knows  that  souls  conse- 
crated to  God's  service  will  follow  in  the  footsteps 
of  her  Divine  Son  and  continue  His  work  here  below. 

To  the  rising  generation  of  boys  and  girls  she  says, 
as  at  the  Wedding  Feast  at  Cana,  "Whatsoever  He 
says  to  you,  do  ye."  What  does  the  Divine  Master 
say  to  you?  "Follow  Me.  Be  my  friend,  my  coadjutor 
in  the  mission  field.  1  need  you  to  reap  the  fruit  of 
My  Redemption.  Come  now,  don't  delay.  I  need 
you."  How  will  our  youth  meet  this  challenge  of  the 
Marian  Year?  Will  our  Blessed  Mother  be  crowned 


with  a  brilliant  halo  made  up  of  the  vocations  that 
have  come  to  God's  service  during  this  present  year? 
No  better,  no  more  pleasing  tribute,  could  be  paid  to 
our  Divine  Mother. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  during  this  Marian  Year 
pray  to  our  Immaculate  Mother  to  send  us  many 
vocations.  Our  work  of  "service"  is  growing,  reach- 
ing now  from  St.  John's,  Newfoundland,  to  Van- 
couver, B.C.,  from  Fargo,  N.D.,  to\Manning  in  the 
far  north  of  Alberta.  The  need  of  helpers  is  great. 
We  beg  and  pray  our  Blessed  Mother  to  send  them 
to  fill  up  the  ranks  of  our  workers  in  the  great 
mission  field. 

G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 
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NEW   SUPERIOR   GENERAL    FOR    THE  REDEMPTORISTS 


ON  FEBRUARY  6,  1954,  the 
Very  Rev.  William  P.  Gau- 
dreau,  C.Ss.R.,  Provincial  Consul- 
tor  of  the  Baltimore  Province,  was 
elected  Rector  Major  and  Superior 
General  of  the  Congregation  of 
the  Most  Holy  Redeemer,  usually 
known  as  the  Redemptorists. 

Father  Gaudreau  is  the  first 
American  to  be  elected  Superior 
General  of  the  Redemptorists,  who 
were  founded  in  the  Kingdom  of 
Naples  in  1732  by  St.  Alphonsus 
Liguori.  Since  then  this  missionary 
Congregation  has  spread  all  over  the 
world,  coming  to  the  United  States 
in  1832  and  to  Canada  in  1874. 

The  new  Father  General  had  been 
stationed  in  New  York  City  as  Pro- 
vincial Consultor  since  1950.  Pre- 
vious to  that  he  had  been  for  13 
years  a  missionary  and  Vice-Pro- 
vincial Superior  of  American  Re- 
demptorists working  in  Brazil  and 
Paraguay,  South  America.  From 
1930  to  1937  he  had  been  stationed 
at  the  Mission  Church  in  Boston, 
Mass.,  and  had  preached  missions 
in  French  and  English  throughout 
New  England. 

Born  in  South  Braintree,  Mass., 
September  24,  1897,  Father  Gau- 
dreau worked  for  some  years  as  a 
surveyor  on  the  New  Haven  Rail- 
road. He  made  his  preparatory 
studies  for  the  priesthood  at  the 
Redemptorist  College  at  North  East, 
Pennsylvania,  and  pronounced  his  vows  as  a  Re- 
demptorist in  the  novitiate  at  Ilchester,  Marj'land 
August  2,  1922. 

His  seminary  training  was  begun  at  the  Redemp- 
torist House  of  Studies  at  Esopus,  New  York,  where 
he  was  ordained  on  June  19,  1927.  He  completed  his 
studies  in  the  Redemptorist  studenate  at  Attert  in 
Belgium,  and  made  his  second  novitiate  at  the 

WE  SHOULD  NEVER  FORGET,  AT  ALL  EVENTS 


VERY  REV.  WILLL\.M  P.  GAUDREAU,  C.Ss.R. 

Redemptorist  Juvenate  at  Uvrier  in  Switzerland.  He 
preached  French  missions  in  Europe  for  a  year  be- 
fore returning  to  the  United  States. 

Father  Gaudreau  as  Superior  General  of  the  Con- 
gregation of  the  Most  Holy  Redeemer  will  have 
Jurisdiction  over  27  Provinces  and  35  Vice-Provinces 
of  the  Order,  whose  members  numbered  8,129  in. 
1953. 

SO  SELDOM  THAT  IT  WILL  BE  A  SURPRISE. 
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EDITORIAL^™ 


THE  OPEN  DOOR 


IN  THE  OLD  residential  district  of  Toronto,  at 
No.  2  Wellesley  Place,  stands  the  Mother  House 
of  the  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  This  House, 
with  its  ivy-covered  walls  and  its  magnificently- 
carved  stone  entrance,  is  one  of  those  aristocratic 
residences  of  days  gone  by.  As  the  city  moved  north, 
they  remained,  like  stranded  ships  left  on  the  beach 
by  the  receding  tide.  Built  in  the  lush  years  at  the 
end  of  the  Victorian  age  by  the  barons  of  industry, 
these  mansions  are  the  relics  of  a  proud  age  that 
has  now  vanished. 

The  most  notable  feature  of  our  residence  is  its 
carved  stone  entrance.  It  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  in  Toronto.  Now  dedicated  to  the 
missionary  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  this 
door  has  taken  on  a  special  significance.  For  over 
thirty  years  it  has  witnessed  the  comings  and  goings 
of  our  young  missionaries.  In  every  house  the  door 
is  the  custodian  and  witness  of  its  inhabitants. 
Through  its  portals  flow  their  family  life  and  the 
various  events  which  the  passing  years  bring  to 
them. 

To  those  who  have  come  to  ask  admission  into 
the  Convent,  the  open  door  has  been  the  entrance 
to  a  life  of  service  deoicated  to  God's  glory  and 
the  salvation  of  souls.  At  that  door  the  world  of 
pleasure,  of  fashion,  of  noise,  fades  away.  The  Con- 
vent is  indeed  a  haven  of  peace  where  souls  like 
ships  on  the  troubled  high  seas  of  life  find  port. 
Behind  its  silent  walls  there  is  a  beehive  of  interior 
activity.  This  is  the  land  of  silence  and  prayer.  Over 
the  Novitiate  door  of  a  Redemptorist  Monastery  in 
Belgium  one  can  read  these  words:  "Sis  intranti 
Janua  coeli." — May  this  door  to  one  who  enters  it 


be  the  door  of  heaven.  This  wish  I  hope  will  be 
realized  in  the  lives  of  all  those  who  entered  No. 
2  Wellesley  Place. 

^  ^  ^ 

The  threshold  of  our  open  door  is  also  the  be- 
ginning of  the  mission  trail  that  will  lead  our  Sisters 
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into  the  land  of  their  youthful  dreams.  That  trail 
now  goes  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific.  "Ad  Mari 
usque  ad  Mare" — From  Sea  to  Sea.  From  the  misty 
coast  of  St.  John's,  Newfoundland,  to  the  sunny 
shores  of  Vancouver,  our  valiant  missionary  Sisters 
are  to  be  found  in  a  life  of  service — to  the  poor,  the 
sick,  the  children,  and  the  most  abandoned  souls. 

On  one  of  the  walls  of  the  Mother  House  can  be 
seen  a  large  map  of  Canada.  Twenty-two  blue  stars 
mark  the  Missions  of  the  Institute  throughout  Can- 
ada. This  cluster  of  stars  form  as  it  were  the  Sisters 
of  Service  Constellation  in  the  firmament  of  the 
Canadian  Church.  May  they  always  "proclaim  the 
glory  of  God"  and  be  the  guiding  light  for  many 
souls  in  their  march  towards  eternity. 

In  the  main  hall  of  the  Mother  House  stands  a 
statue  of  Our  Lady  of  Peace.  Before  it  burns  a  light 
— a  prayerful  light — for  all  the  Sisters  on  the  mis- 
sions. The  flickering  flame  reminds  all  as  they  come 
and  go  to  pray  for  all  the  Sisters  working  on  the  far- 
flung  line  of  battle — from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific. 
Like  a  soldier  on  guard  this  light  keeps  vigil  for  the 
absent  ones. 

For  over  a  generation  this  house  has  been  the 
cradle  of  our  Institute.  The  memories  of  its  first 
days  cling  to  its  walls  as  moss  to  an  aging  tree.  What 
interesting  stories  they  could  tell  of  the  first  ventures 
of  our  first  Sisters  in  religious  life.  In  years  to  come 
when  the  historian  will  write  of  the  beginnings  of 
our  Institute  this  first  Mother  House  will  feature 
largely.  It  holds  memories  dear  to  all. 

This  is  the  story  of  the  open  door  at  No.  2  Welles- 
ley  Place.  I  hope  and  pray  many  postulants  will 
enter  that  door  and  that  many  Sisters  will  pass 
through  it  on  their  way  to  the  mission  field. 


Have  You  Made  Your  Will? 

"Whatever  we  have  of  this  world's  goods  actually 
is  ours  in  trust,  only.  The  real  owner  is  God  and 
before  God  each  will  be  held  responsible  for  the  use 
made  of  material  possessions.  A  will,  devoid  of 
charity,  is  an  affront  to  God.  It  is  tantamount  to  deny- 
ing God's  existence  and  one's  dependence  on  Him 
The  eternal  salvation  of  one  who  makes  such  a  will 
might  seriously  be  called  in  doubt.  Certainly  a  will 
which  remembers  God,  God's  works  and  God's  poor 
is  a  will  of  one  who  believes  in  God  and  hopes  to  live 
eternally  in  His  Paternal  embrace." 

(Scarboro  Missions) 


MORE  mi  nm  m  mm\ 

For  most  people  the  problem  of  the  missions 
resolves  itself  into  a  twofold  question:  men  and 
money.  Find  the  men  first,  they  say;  they  must  be 
tough  spiritually  and  physically,  with  the  capacity 
to  adapt  themselves  to  strange  surroundings  and 
the  practical  wisdom  to  make  the  most  of  oppor- 
tunities offered.  In  times  past,  there  was  less  accent 
on  intellectual  formation,  and  the  weaker  brethren 
who  were  incapable  of  achieving  much  in  Europe, 
were  regarded  as  fit  subjects  for  the  missions;  now- 
adays, fortunately,  such  fallacies  have  been  aban- 
doned, for  experience  has  taught  us  that  better  men- 
tal equipment  makes  better  missionaries  and  the  men 
who  will  accomplish  little  at  home  will  accomplish 
still  less  in  the  missions. 

Secondly,  find  the  money.  Money  is  necessary,  not 
merely  for  the  support  of  the  missionary,  but  also 
for  the  multifarious  needs  of  his  mission,  for  building 
churches,  schools,  orphanages,  convents,  for  pay- 
ing lay  teachers,  and  to  supply  medicines  and  books. 
A  new  mission  demands  the  expenditure  of  much 
money  and  it  takes  time  for  the  convert  to  learn  that 
he  has  to  contribute  to  the  support  of  the  Church. 
Once  these  requisites  are  obtained,  men  and  money, 
it  is  argued,  that  we  can  sit  back  and  wait  for  the 
grace  of  God  to  operate. 

Now  if  this  were  true,  many  millions  more  should 
have  found  their  way  into  the  Church.  The  labourers 
in  the  mission  field  have  never  been  too  many,  but  if 
their  presence  is  all  that  is  desired,  then  even  a  small 
number  should  have  produced  a  greater  effect  than 
it  has.  The  amount  of  money  poured  into  the  mis- 
sions has  quadrupled  in  the  past  few  years  and  every 
nation  of  the  Christian  world  gives  its  own  contri- 
bution towards  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith.  But 
in  spite  of  intensive  work,  despite  the  expenditure 
of  men  and  money,  great  nations  like  India,  China, 
and  Japan  have  in  the  past  100  years  not  given  to  the 
Church  more  than  two  or  three  milUon  adherents.  If 
men  and  money  were  the  only  requisites,  why  such  a 
paltry  return?  The  truth  is  that  men  and  money  are 
no  more  than  the  foundation  on  which  the  Church 
can  be  built  in  foreign  lands;  as  the  foundation,  they 
are  necessary  and  essential  to  the  building,  and  with- 
out them  the  building  cannot  be  raised;  but  the  erec- 
tion of  the  building  depends  on  several  factors  all  of 
which  demand  careful  study. 

(Most  Reverened  Richard  J.  Gushing,  D.D. 
in  Marist  Missions.) 


LIFE  IS  TOO  SHORT  FOR  US  NOT  TO  TRY  TO  MAKE  IT  GREAT. 
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I  nave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


nnm  m  mmmi 

On  the  evening  of  January  24th  a  number  of 
Sisters  of  Service  from  Montreal,  Ottawa  and  To- 
ronto assembled  in  our  Novitiate  chapel  to  begin  an 
eight-day  Retreat,  preached  by  Reverend  D.  O'Don- 
nell,  C.Ss.R. 

The  Retreat  opened  with  Benediction  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  and  a  sermon  by  the  Retreat 
Master,  in  which  he  stated  that  a  retreat  was  in  the 
full  sense  of  the  word  a  "treat"  for  during  this  period 
the  Sisters  were  given  an  opportunity  to  separate 
themselves  from  the  work  in  which  they  were  en- 
gaged and  refresh  themselves  physically,  mentally 
and  spiritually.  Father  O'Donnell's  sermons  were  in- 
teresting and  instructive,  giving  much  food  for 
thought. 

The  eight  days  passed  quickly.  On  the  afternoon 
of  Feb.  1st  Father  O'Donnell  followed  the  Redemp- 
torist  custom  of  giving  a  conference  on  Our  Lady 
For  this  occasion  the  Shrine  of  Our  Mother  of  Per- 
petual Help  had  been  tastefully  decorated  with  lights 
and  flowers.  After  the  conference  Father  knelt  be- 


fore the  Shrine  and  recited  with  the  Sisters  an  Act 
of  Consecration  to  Mary.  The  Papal  Blessing  was 
then  given.  That  same  evening,  at  the  distinctive 
reception  ceremony  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  Miss 
Florida  Robichaud,  of  St.  Stephen,  N.B.,  received 
the  habit  from  the  hands  of  Rev.  Father  Daly. 
C.Ss.R. 


\  1 

Sister  Bryden — now  vowed  perpetu- 
ally to  His  Service. 


LIFE'S  EVENING  TAKES  ITS  CHARACTER  FROM  THE  DAY  THAT  PRECEDED  IT. 
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On  Profession  Day 
Sister  Moriarity 

Sister  Denis 
Sister  Bryden. 


On  the  Feast  of  the  Purification  Holy  Mass  was 
celebrated  by  the  Retreat  Master  at  7  a.m.  .At  nine 
o'clock  The  Profession  Mass  was  sung  by  Reverend 


Father  Dowling,  S.J.,  with  Father  Oxley,  S.F.M.. 
acting  as  server.  The  Novitiate  choir  rendered  the 
beautiful  Gregorian  Proper  for  the  Feast — Suscepi- 
mus,  Deus — in  a  manner  devotionally  inspiring. 
After  Mass  the  Profession  ceremony  took  place.  Rev- 
erend Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  officiating.  Sister  Mar- 
garet Mary  Denis,  Detroit,  Mich.,  and  Sister  Cath- 
erine Moriarity,  Berwick,  Ont.,  pronounced  their 
first  vows  and  received  the  S.O.S.  silver  profession 
cross.  Sister  Mary  Ellen  Bryden,  Christmas  Island. 
C.B.,  made  perpetual  vows  and  received  the  silver 
ring  as  token  of  her  final  consecration  to  the  service 
of  God  and  souls. 

Father  Daly  then  gave  an  earnest,  inspiring  talk 
which  went  straight  to  the  hearts  of  those  present. 
The  Te  Deum  brought  the  ceremony  to  a  close. 


lister  Catherine  l^pmbs 

S.O.S.  Pioneer  Missionary  Dies 


Shortly  after  noon  on  Tuesday,  February 
23rd,  at  our  Mother  House  in  Toronto,  Sister 
Catherine  Wymbs  suffered  a  severe  stroke 
and  died  two  hours  later,  the  Last  Sacra- 
ments being  administered  by  Reverend  Fa- 
ther Gignac,  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes 
Parish,  within  ten  minutes  of  the  seizure.  The 
funeral  Mass  was  celebrated  at  nine  o'clock 
Thursday  morning  in  our  Novitiate  chapel  by 
Reverend  Norman  KiUingsworth,  C.Ss.R 
Interment  was  in  Mount  Hope  Cemetery. 

Sister  Wymbs  was  born  in  Ottawa  or 
November  4th,  1880.  She  was  a  graduate 
of  St.  Mary's  Academy,  Winnipeg,  and 
received  her  nurses'  training  at  St.  Boniface 
General  Hospital,  graduating  in  1910 
During  the  first  World  War  she  served  Over- 
seas with  the  Canadian  Army  Medical  Corps 

When  the  war  was  over  Sister  returned 
to  Canada  and  entered  the  Sisters  of  Service 
less  than  a  year  after  the  founding  of  the 
Community.  She  was  one  of  the  first  group 
of  Sisters  to  make  vows  in  the  Institute,  and 


in  August,  1949,  she  celebrated  her  Silver 
Jubilee  with  the  same  Sisters. 

Sister  was  a  zealous  pioneer  worker  in  the 
Western  mission  field.  She  opened  the  first 
S.O.S.  Western  mission  in  Camp  Morton  in 
1924.  In  1925  she  opened  the  first  S.O.S 
rural  hospital  in  Vilna,  Alta.,  and  in  the 
following  year  opened  another  hospital  in 
Edson,  Alta.  The  greater  part  of  her  religious 
life  was  spent  between  these  two  hospitals, 
where  she  nursed  the  sick  with  untiring  zeal 
and  devotion. 

In  1949  Sister  was  no  longer  physically 
able  to  continue  active  duty  as  a  nurse,  so 
she  returned  to  the  Mother  House,  where 
she  was  resident  until  the  day  of  her  death. 
Although  well  along  in  years  Sister  was  never 
idle  for  a  moment,  always  on  the  lookout 
to  help  whoever  and  whenever  she  could. 
Her  gentleness,  humility  and  charity  won 
the  affection  and  admiration  of  all  who  knew 
her.  May  she  rest  in  peace! 


YOUNG  SAINTS  ARE  NOT  SCARCE;  AN  OLD  ONE  IS  A  DELIGHTFUL  EXCEPTION. 
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''A   GREAT   BENEFACTOR  DIES" 


ON  January  16th  Mr.  W.  H.  Regnery,  President 
of  the  Joanna  Western  Mills  Company,  of  Hins- 
dale, IlHnois,  died.  As  this  Christian  gentleman  was 
one  of  the  greatest  benefactors  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  the  days  of  its  establishment,  I  wish  to 
pay  a  tribute  to  him. 

Mr.  Regnery's  father  was  a  German  who  migrated 
from  the  Rhineland  and  settled  on  a  farm  in  Iowa. 
At  nine  years  of  age,  young  William  came  to  Kansas 
City  to  work.  Around  the  age  of  sixteen  the  scene 
of  this  young  ambitious  worker  was  Chicago.  It  was 
here  that  he  was  to  build  a  great  business  and  be- 
come one  of  the  great  industrialists  of  this  mid- 
western  city.  A  hard  worker  and  a  wonderful  finan- 
cier, Mr.  Regnery  built  up  a  business  which  reached 
out  to  the  very  confines  of  the  United  States.  Well 
known  and  appreciated  in  financial  circles,  he  be- 
came a  leader  in  his  line  of  business. 

It  is  not  my  intention  here  to  delay  on  the  amount 
of  money  he  accumulated  and  the  big  factories  he 
estabUshed  here  and  there.  What  I  want  to  empha- 
size particularly  is  his  generosity.  No  one  treated  the 
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The  late  Mr,  W.  H.  Regnery. 


working  men  better  than  he.  His  firm  was  established 
on  a  profit-sharing  basis  and  his  employees  were 
well  protected.  He  was  really  a  father  to  them  all. 
The  appeals  that  came  to  him  from  all  over  the 
world,  particularly  after  the  war,  were  numerous 
He  shared  the  misfortunes  of  his  poor  country.  No 
one  will  ever  know  the  amount  of  help  he  sent  here 
and  there  to  alleviate  the  sufferings  of  many  people. 

Mr.  Regnery  bought  in  South  Carolina  an  estate 
for  the  production  of  cotton.  There  he  established 
a  mill,  built  a  model  city,  and  treated  the  worker^; 
with  the  greatest  generosity.  He  also  built  there  a 
small  Catholic  Church  for  the  surrounding  popu- 
lation. 

During  the  funeral  services  in  the  parish  church 
of  Hinsdale  to  which  Mr.  Regnery  belonged,  the 
pastor.  Rev.  J.  F.  Farrell,  summed  up  in  his  sermon 
the  impression  Mr.  Regnery's  life  left  among  the 
people.  He  said  in  part: 

"We  are  gathered  here  today  around  the  re- 
mains of  a  person  whom  we  all  loved.  Along  life's 
pathway  we  meet  with  very  many  people  whom  we 
cannot  help  but  like  a  great  deal.  Some  people  that 
we  see  and  know  keep  us  mindful  that  a  very  great 
character  is  before  us.  Such  a  person  was  Mr.  Reg- 
nery. 

"He  thought  of  himself  very  little.  All  his  life, 
and  I  know  this  from  my  experience  and  knowledge 
of  him  for  many  years,  his  thought  was  always  about 
some  one  else — where  he  could  help  in  any  way 
whatsoever  by  words  of  encouragement,  by  example, 
by  a  very  wonderful  outlook  on  life,  by  a  knowledge 
that  he  himself  acquired  through  effort.  A  beautiful 
mind,  a  wonderful  intelligent  mind  and  a  will  that 
went  with  it,  knowing  what  was  right  and  carrying 
it  through.  Many  of  you  have  known  him  very  many 
years  and  I  am  sure  that  this  has  been  your  ex- 
perience in  dealing  with  Mr.  Regnery." 

The  Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada  owe  him  a  great 
debt  of  gratitude.  It  was  when  the  new-bom  institute 
was  struggling  that  he  came  to  its  rescue.  Mr.  W.  H. 
Regnery  was  really  a  friend  and  a  generous  bene 
factor  of  the  new-born  institute.  The  Sisters  in  re- 
turn have  prayed  for  him,  off'ered  Masses  for  the 
repose  of  his  soul.  He  will  long  be  remembered 
among  our  Sisters  as  a  friend  and  benefactor. 


INDIFFERENCE  TO  THE  GIFTS  OF  GOD  INCAPACITATE  US  FOR  THEIR  RECEPTION. 
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The  Missions^^  Are  Not  Always  Foreign 


WHEN  people  mention  "the  missions"  to  us. 
we  at  once  think  of  far  away  foreign  coun- 
tries, peopled  by  millions  of  pagans  awaiting  apostles 
who  will  bring  to  them  the  Light  of  Faith.  We  forget 
or  do  not  realize,  that  in  our  own  country,  often 
very  near  us,  are  places  that  also  can  be  called  "the 
missions."  They  are  places  peopled  not  with  pagans, 
but  by  those  already  Christian  through  Baptism,  yet 
who  lack  teachers  to  instruct  them  in  the  Faith  which 
the  sacrament  plants  in  their  souls. 

Such  a  needy  little  mission  was  Namao  Airport 
when  Father  Girard,  the  airforce  chaplain,  came  to 
ask  for  two  Sisters  to  go  out  on  Sundays  to  teach 
the  children  catechism.  For  a  busy  Residential  Club 
to  spare  two  Sisters  on  Sunday  morning  was  not 
possible.  The  apostolic  spirit  of  one  of  the  young 
women  boarders,  Miss  Cecelia  Kilar,  rose  to  the 
occasion,  however,  and  she  at  once  volunteered  to 
accompany  one  Sister  as  a  second  catechist.  Thus 
plans  were  made,  the  mission  accepted,  and  the 
work  begun  in  real  earnest. 

It  is  now  over  a  year  since  this  first  little  missionary 
contingent  of  the  Lord — Father  Girard,  Sister  I 
Faye,  and  Miss  Kilar — arrived  on  the  opening  Sun- 
day for  the  first  Mass  and  catechism  instructions. 
The  door  of  the  play-room  which  was  to  serve  as  a 
chapel,  was  still  locked!  Very  few,  either  of  adults 
or  children,  were  present.  This  quiet,  unenthusiastic 
beginning  was  perhaps  a  bit  disconcerting,  but  mis- 
sionaries are  not  easily  discouraged,  especially  by 
small  beginnings.  As  the  work  continued  Sunday  after 
Sunday  a  fine  little  Catholic  parish  began,  slowly 
but  surely,  to  build  up  at  the  airport. 

Even  from  the  beginning  the  Master  of  the  Vine- 
yard blessed  and  prospered  this  apostolic  work.  A 
second  airforce  chaplain.  Reverend  J.  M.  Lynch 
was  added  to  the  Namao  staff.  With  a  zeal  and  de- 
termination equal  to  his  predecessor's,  he  took  over 
the  pastoral  duties,  thus  releasing  Father  Girard 
for  duty  in  other  fields  which  were  both  many  and 
far.  Two  more  young  women,  Misses  Irene  Ford  and 
Mary  Ann  Bessaraba,  came  to  assist  with  the  teach- 
ing. In  all  five  classes  of  children,  ranging  from  kin- 
dergarten to  Father  Lynch's  seniors,  were  receiving 
weekly  religious  instruction.  The  pupils  did  well  with 
their  various  subjects — prayers,  doctrine,  how  to 


assist  at  Mass,  and  Catholic  practices.  Even  in  a 
few  months  we  were  beginning  to  experience  the 
truth  of  Pius  X's  words,  "There  is  nothing  more 
effective  than  catechetical  instruction  to  spread  the 
glory  of  God  and  to  secure  the  salvation  of  men's 
souls."  (Acerbo  Nimis.)  The  good  parents  too  as- 
sisted and  by  their  co-operation  and  interest  con- 
tributed to  the  development  of  the  little  airport 
parish.  In  fact,  both  adults  and  children  were  now 
coming  out  to  Mass  and  catechism  in  such  numbers 
as  to  crowd  the  play-room  chapel.  At  last  one  Sun- 
day morning  came  which  was  the  last  for  Mass  in 
the  play-room.  The  use  of  the  spacious  school  audi- 
torium had  been  obtained  by  Father  Lynch  for  his 
"church." 

The  culmination  of  the  first  year's  work  at  Namao 
was  First  Communion  Day.  For  some  time  previous 
to  the  day,  extra  classes  were  conducted  for  the 
First  Communion  group  of  seventeen  children  which 
was  by  now  made  up  of  "army"  children  as  well  as 
"airforce"  children.  The  auditorium  was  made  as 
church-like  as  possible  for  the  First  Communion 
Mass.  Huge  bouquets  of  cut  flowers  stood  on  the 
stage  behind  the  altar.  Even  an  organ  and  choir 
were  borrowed  for  the  occasion.  The  children  looked 
sweet  and  happy  as  they  approached  the  little  altar 
rail  to  receive  their  Divine  Master  for  the  first  time. 
Thus  a  joyous  day  brought  to  a  fitting  close  the  first 
year  of  planting  and  harvesting  in  this  little  mission 
field  at  home.  Pastor,  parents,  teachers  and  children 
were  happy  because  of  good  done,  benefits  derived, 
blessings  received. 


Catechism  Class  at  Namao. 


VERY  BUSY  PEOPLE  ALWAYS  FIND  TIME  FOR  EVERYTHING. 
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New  Church  at  Airport  Station. 


To  crown,  and  as  it  were  perpetuate  the  work  of 
this  first  year,  came  the  promise,  then  the  annual  be- 
ginning of  a  little  Catholic  Church  in  the  Airport 
Station.  Like  the  missionary  work  that  preceded  it 
the  church  is  growing  slowly  but  steadily.  Soon  it 
will  be  ready  for  use.  Then  Our  Lord  Himself  will 
come  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  to  live  among  His 
people.  We  have  indeed  seen  that  it  is  true — if  we 
but  plant,  God  will  give  the  increase. 


First  Communion  Day. 


«   APPRECIATION  » 

IN  AN  article  on  immigration  Work  at  the  port  or 
Saint  John,  N.B.,  appearing  in  the  March  issue 
of  the  "Canadian  League,"  Miss  Genevieve  Dever 
paid  the  following  appreciative  tribute  to  the  work 
being  done  by  a  Sister  of  Service  at  that  eastern 
port: 

"Through  the  untiring  efforts  of  the  Provincial 
President,  1948-50,  Miss  Grace  Caughlin,  M.A.,  and 
with  the  support  of  our  late  Bishop,  Most  Rev.  P. 
A.  Bray,  C.J.M.,  arrangements  were  made  with  the 
Sisters  of  Service  for  Sister  Klutterman,  who  meets 
the  boats  at  Quebec  during  the  summer  and  early 
fall,  to  commute  from  Montreal  to  meet  the  boats 
at  Saint  John  during  the  winter  port  season. 

"Sister  Klutterman  is  one  of  the  few  admitted  to 
the  baggage  room,  where  she  meets  the  ship's  pas- 
sengers and  provides  unlimited  assistance  to  them 
(irrespective  of  race  or  creed)  and  the  Customs'  offi- 
cers, as  interpreter.  She  further  assists  the  travellers 
and  C.P.R.  officials  as  interpreter,  with  exchange 
money,  tickets  for  further  passage,  etc.  In  an  all 
round  manner,  she  is  an  indispensable  asset  at  the 
port  of  entry. 

"In  the  waiting  room  the  C.W.L.,  on  Sister's  sug- 
gestion, has  set  up  a  stamp  bureau  which  proves  a 
noteworthy  accommodation  since  the  docks  are  four 
miles  from  the  city  and  as  soon  as  the  travellers 
reach  port  they  are  anxious  to  send  out  mail.  On  this 
table  are  Catholic  magazines  and  newspapers,  which 
are  readily  sought  by  the  passengers,  desirous  or 
reading  material.  Blessed  religious  articles  are  also 
available  here  as  we  frequently  learn  that  English- 
speaking  Catholics  will  venture  across  the  Atlantic 
without  a  rosary  or  scapular. 

"While  some  C.W.L.  members  are  working  tire- 
lessly amid  the  bustle  and  confusion  of  the  700  or 
800  arrivals,  two  other  members  are  faithfully  work- 
ing on  the  ship's  manifest.  Fortunately  one  of  them 
is  a  teletypist.  Thus  the  recordings  of  200  or  more 
Catholics  are  copied  in  a  couple  of  hours  and  ready 
for  Sister  Klutterman,  who  at  the  end  of  several  hours 
arduous  work,  leaves  with  the  newcomers  on  the 
last  train  out,  for  Montreal. 

"When  Sister  reaches  Montreal  continued  work 
on  the  manifest  begins.  The  Sisters  of  Service  send 
out  to  the  various  Chancery  Offices  across  Canada 
reports  of  the  newcomers,  from  a  certain  place, 
arriving  at  Saint  John  on  a  certain  date,  on  a  certain 
ship  and  destined  for  a  certain  diocese.  Then  ensues 
the  follow-up  work  by  the  Church. 

"I  feel  it  timely  and  fitting,  at  this  point,  to  state 
no  other  denomination  at  our  port  is  as  well  fitted 
for  the  port  as  we  are.  Sister  Klutterman,  in  her 
genial,  gracious  manner,  renders  a  service  towering 
over  all  other  organizations  and  has  broken  down 
barriers  of  bigotry  with  her  helpful  and  able  assist- 
ance to  all  classes  and  creeds." 


A  KIND  BENEFACTOR 

In  the  will  of  the  late  Monsignor  McGrand 
the  Sisters  of  Service  were  among  the  bene- 
ficiaries. He  left  to  their  work  the  sum  of 
$500.  He  had  been  always  through  life  a 
friend  and  benefactor.  May  his  soul  rest  in 
peace.  A  High  Mass  was  sung  for  the  re- 
pose of  his  soul  in  the  chapel  of  the  Mother 
House. 


TOO  MUCH  SLEEP  OR  TOO  LITTLE  SLEEP  LEAVES  A  VACUUM  IN  THE  BRAIN. 
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Camp  Morton  Highlights  •  •  • 


JUNE  is  a  good  month  to  start  off  our  very  hasty 
sketch  of  the  highhghts  at  No.  I  School,  because 
this  beautiful  month  was  also  the  beginning  of  the 
reign  of  our  much  loved  queen,  Elizabeth  II. 

The  children  delighted  in  the  celebrations  for  the 
Coronation,  and  put  on  a  special  program  for  the 
occasion. 

Later  in  June  a  lively  group  took  part  in  a  Pel 
Show.  The  mistresses  and  masters  of  the  wee  ani- 
mals were  delighted  at  being  able  to  show  off  their 
tiny  charges. 

Kittens  took  the  leading  part  in  this  great  event. 
Three  wee  tots  each  brought  a  shiny  black  "pussy"" 
with  a  red  bow  tied  under  the  chin.  One  little  Miss 
had  a  wee  kitty  led  by  a  long  blue  ribbon.  Another 
little  girl  had  "Par"  decorated  with  balloons.  Pal  had 
no  use  for  anything  in  the  line  of  cats,  so  one  bark 
from  him  set  four  little  animals  on  fire.  After  that 


Billy — the  Prize  Winner,  with  his  young  owner. 


came  the  triplets — three  little  chicks  all  dressed  up 
and  held  by  their  little  mistress.  Then  there  were  the 
prize  winners:  first  there  was  Billy,  the  rabbit,  second 
was  Tim,  the  mink,  and  last  but  not  least  was  the 
big  fluffy  hen.  Penny,  dressed  up  in  doll's  clothes 
and  quite  content  in  the  arms  of  her  master.  Every- 
one enjoyed  this  very  musical  and  active  show,  but 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  kittens  and  dogs  should 
have  separate  shows. 

In  September,  after  the  children  had  a  refreshing 
and  long  holiday,  they  had  a  new  idea.  "How  about 
a  Library  for  our  primary  grades?"  said  one.  "Let's 
make  the  shelves  with  apple  boxes  and  orange 


The  Library  at  No.  I  School. 


crates,"  said  another.  "And  we  can  bring  little  books 
from  home,"  said  still  another.  So  our  library  at 
No.  I  sprang  into  existence  and  is  much  appreciated 
by  the  little  folks  as  shown  in  the  picture. 

Little  skits  and  songs  are  very  popular  among 
these  wee  students,  so  when  the  4H  Clubs  put  on 
their  show,  a  short  program  is  always  a  special  item 
of  the  night's  entertainment. 


All  Ready  for  a  Skit. 


PERFECTION  IS  THE  LOVE  OF  GOD  DOMINANT  IN  ALL  OUR  ACTIONS. 
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Scene  During  the  Pet  Show. 


No.  2  School  has  been  quite  a  busy  place  all 
year.  Thirty-nine  pupils — and  most  of  them  boys, 
can  keep  things  interesting.  The  4H  Clubs  have  been 
organized.  A  Sewing  Club,  a  Garden  Club  and  a 
Potato  Club  have  held  an  important  place.  A  little 
Garden  Fair  and  entertainment  was  held  by  the  three 
schools  in  Camp  Morton  Hall  on  September  21st. 

During  the  last  few  weeks  No.  2  seems  to  have 
turned  into  a  toy  factory.  Dozens  of  toy  animals — 
wooden  bunnies,  deer  and  ducks  are  hurrying  off  to 
the  Crippled  Children.  Noon  hours  and  recess  periods 
were  deafening  at  times,  but  who  could  discourage 
such  zealous  carpenters?  One  boy  even  got  up  early 
in  the  morning  to  work  on  his  masterpiece.  The  girls 
were  not  idle  either.  Rag  dolls  were  cut  out,  stuffed 
and  given  jolly  embroidered  faces. 

Berlo,  meantime,  has  attempted  a  Harmonica  and 
Rhythm  Band.  Everyone  is  having  a  grand  time 
making  some  kind  of  noise  (musical,  we  hope).  Be- 
sides harmonicas  they  have  bells,  wooden  instru- 
ments and  a  discarded  wash-board.  They  will  be 
delighted  to  entertain  you  at  any  time  and  can  offer 
a  varied  repertoire  ranging  from  McNamara's  Band 
to  God  Save  the  Queen. 

The  Christmas  Concert  was  held  on  Decembei 
18th.  The  children  staged  "Why  the  Chimes  Rang" 
as  well  as  several  other  shorter  numbers. 


An  unkind  word  falls  easily  from  the  tongue,  but 
a  coach  and  six  horses  cannot  bring  it  back. 

*      *  * 

The  only  real  reason  why  unbelievers  cannot 
yield  to  the  infallible  authority  of  God  is  that  they 
have  already  yielded  to  fallible  authority  of  men. 


Prize  Winners  at  Christian  Island 

THE  boys  and  girls  of  Christian  Island  are  quite 
talented  in  art  and  have  also  some  abiUty  to  write, 
so  we  interested  them  in  a  Dominion-wide  School 
Contest  in  Canadian  Trades  Alphabet. 

They  tried  the  Project  Section  and  after  weeks  of 
organizing  and  revising  had  their  entries  ready.  It 
took  much  encouraging  on  our  part,  as  the  pupils 
did  not  think  so  highly  of  their  ability  as  we  did. 
The  finished  work  was  exhibited  at  the  school  for  the 
parents  to  see  but  only  the  Agent  and  Mrs.  Gauthier 
came.  Not  one  parent  came  to  see  what  the  children 
had  done.  This  was  in  April. 

In  the  fall  the  "List  of  Winners"  came  and  we 
were  looking  it  over  for  half  an  hour  before  we  no- 
ticed "Christian  Island,"  and  there  was  Judy's  name 
the  first  on  the  list.  Were  we  excited  and  surprised! 

Five  of  our  pupils  won  prizes  from  among  the 
thousands  of  entries  in  the  contest. 

Winners  in  the  Junior  Project  were:  Judy  Mona- 
gue,  first  prize,  $20.  Tom  Sylvester,  $10,  and  John 
Gauthier,  $1. 

Winners  in  the  Senior  Project:  Sylvia  Norton 
$10,  and  Freda  Norton,  $1. 

The  Junior  Project  took  the  form  of  a  poster 
the  Senior  Project  a  booklet  with  chapters  on  the 
topics  chosen  from  the  Alphabet  magazine.  The 
topics  chosen  by  the  winners  were:  Salmon,  Nabisco 
Sylvaply,  Aluminum  and  Banking. 

The  winners  ordered  merchandise  from  Simpson- 
Sears  to  the  value  of  their  prizes.  Among  their  choices 
of  prizes  were:  skates,  camera,  films,  photograph 
albums,  stationery  and  fountain  pen  and  pencil  sets. 

In  addition  to  the  prizes  each  received  a  handsome 
Certificate  of  Merit  for  their  work. 


THERE  IS  NO  LIGHT  IN  SOULS  IN  WHICH  THERE  IS  NO  WARMTH. 
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Among   Mg  Souvenirs 

BETWEEN  BOATS  AT  HALIFAX 


Dear  Editor: — 

You  have  asked  (1  refrain  from  using  demanded!) 
for  an  article  on  immigration  for  this  issue  of  the 
magazine.  So,  although  my  mind  registers  only  a 
very  decided  "blank"  here  I  am,  searching  through 
old  "Fields  at  Home"  with  the  hope  that  in  scanning 
former  articles  inspiration  may  come. 

But  nothing  perks  from  the  pages,  and  so,  I  am 
now  looking  at  some  small  tokens  or  souvenirs  which 
grateful  immigrants  have  given  from  time  to  time. 

Now  who  doesn't  enjoy  looking  through  those 
photo  albums  of  days  ^one  by,  laughing  over  many 
and,  yes,  crying  over  a  few.  The  familiar  faces,  the 
good  times  they  recall,  and  the  hundred  and  one 
memories  of  by-gone  days.  And  so,  I  thought  you 
might  hke  to  see  these  souvenirs  of  people  who  have 
passed  this  way,  people  who  have  settled  across  Can- 
ada in  cities  and  villages,  and  hear  the  stories  which 
these  articles  have  to  tell.  Won't  you  come  with  me 
then  and  see  what  is  "Among  my  Souvenirs" — in 
the  words  of  the  old  song. 

Shrine  of  Our  Lady  in  Jugoslavia 

The  first  of  these  which  I  would  like  to  tell  you 
about  is  in  the  form  of  a  post  card,  which  was  given 
to  us  by  a  young  Croatian  man  who  was  sponsored  by 
the  International  Refugee  Organization  and  was  to 
fulfill  his  contract  of  one  year  in  the  woods  of  Nor- 
thern Ontario.  He  told  us  of  his  escape  from  Jugo- 
slavia and  the  special  significance  of  the  picture. 
Here,  on  this  card  you  see  a  statue  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima,  flanked  by  beautiful  bouquets  of  flowers 
and  two  burning  candles,  while  underneath  is  this 
beautiful  thought; 

"Spasi  Majko  Sveta,  Hrvatsku  nam  spasi, 
jer  ona  je  uvijek  samo  Tvoja  bila, 
na  ognjistu  ne  daj,  da  se  vjera  gasi, 
i  ublazi  tugu,  sto  se  nad  njom  svila." 
which  in  EngUsh  is: 

"Protect  Holy  Mother,  protect  Croatia  for  us 
Because  she  was  always  only  Yours. 
On  the  hearths,  never  let  religion  die  out 
And  soothe  the  misery  that  now  is  over  it." 

At  this  shrine,  he  said,  near  the  borders  of  Jugo- 
slavia, the  rosary  and  other  prayers  to  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima  are  said  every  day,  and  will  continue  to  be 
said  until  all  his  people  either  escape  from  their 
country  or  be  free  in  it.  To  these  prayers,  he  said,  he 
owed  his  own  escape  through  many  perils,  through 
hunger  and  fatigue.  Don't  you  feel  that  Our  Lady 


will  look  after  those  who  will  yet  follow  this  man 
to  a  better  land  of  liberty  and  freedom? 

Rosary  from  Ireland 

Now  we  are  looking  at  an  Irish  Horn  Rosary 
which  was  left  with  us  with  the  request  that  some- 
times we  would  say  the  rosary  for  two  Irish  boys — 
brothers  they  were — from  Dublin,  who  were  on  their 
way  to  sunny  Alberta  to  make  a  future  for  them- 
selves. And  would  we  pray  that  they  would  find  work, 
for  though  they  could  stay  awhile  with  their  married 
sister,  they  surely  did  not  want  to  be  a  burden  to  her; 
they  recalled  too,  how  their  mother  had  cried,  as 


„Spasi  Majko  Sveta  Hv. at.sku  nam  spasi. 
jer  ona  je  avljek  samo  Tvoja  bila. 
na  ognjiStu  ne  daj,  da  .se  vjera  gasi, 
i  ublaii  tugu.  Sto  se  nad  njom  svila.  • 


PRAYER  IS  LONGING— PLUS  A  SENSE  OF  IMPOTENCE. 
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good  mothers  do! — to  see  them  go,  the  last  of  her 
family  leaving  home  and  crossing  the  ocean.  But  they 
could  see  no  future  for  themselves  in  the  old  land 
and  now  they  were  a  wee  bit  nervous  of  the  future 
in  this  one!  We  think  of  the  crusade  for  the  Rosary, 
and  how  another  Irish  lad  from  Mayo,  Fathei 
Peyton,  did  not  call  on  Mary  in  vain!  Surely  the 
"Family  that  prays  together  stays  together",  and  the 
Rosary  like  a  link,  binds  this  family  and  many  others- 
together. 

Medal  of  Our  Lady 

And  now  a  tiny  medal  of  "Our  Lady  of  Pompeii" 
that,  as  you  may  guess,  was  pressed  into  our  hand  by 
an  Itahan  woman  after  she  had  been  assisted  with 
her  three  "bambinos"  and  baggage.  The  beloved 
"Signora  del  Pompeii"  is  beautifully  portrayed  in 
blue  and  silver.  Here  Our  Lady,  seated  with  the 
Christ  child  on  her  lap,  St.  Dominic  to  one  side  and 
St.  Catherine  of  Sienna  on  the  other,  is  pictured  as 
she  appeared  to  a  young  Italian  girl,  who  was  incur- 
ably ill.  When  the  girl  had  called  on  Our  Lady  by 
the  title  "Queen  of  the  Holy  Rosary"  Mary  appeared 
to  her  and  said  she  could  not  resist  hearing  her  when 
she  called  on  Her  under  this  title,  and  so  would  cure 
her  if  she  made  three  novenas  of  Rosaries  in  petition 
and  three  in  thanksgiving.  And  She  meant  it!  Doesn't 
Our  Lady  seem  to  particularly  wish  her  rosary  to  be 
said  daily  the  world  over?  May  this  same  "Bella 
Signora"  keep  always  in  her  heart  the  devotion  of  her 
beloved  Italians! 

A  Pin  of  St.  Francis 

The  scene  changes  now  to  reverse,  for  here  you 
are  looking  at  a  Third  Order  of  St.  Francis  pir 
marked  "Vienna".  This  was  given  us  as  a  reminder  of 
an  Austrian  returning  to  his  native  land.  A  middle- 
aged  man,  he  had  come  to  Canada  five  month^~ 
previously  with  the  hope  of  earning  enough  money 
to  bring  his  wife  and  three  daughters.  But  as  God"s 
will  decreed,  just  two  months  after  his  departure  his 
youngest  daughter,  having  contracted  polio,  died 
quite  suddenly.  The  mother,  being  reluctant  to  leave 
this  loved  one  behind,  asked  the  husband  to  return. 
While  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  ship  taking  him 
back,  he  had  done  some  work  about  our  house,  and 
feeling  that  we  had  done  so  much  for  him,  he  wished 
to  leave  a  remembrance  with  us.  Since  he  was  so 
impressed  with  our  country  and  spoke  so  highly  of 
it,  we  feel  that,  even  without  the  crystal  ball,  we  can 
predict  the  arrival,  at  some  future  date  of  himself  and 
his  two  daughters.  If,  and  when  that  happens  wc 
hope  to  greet  them,  not  as  strangers  but  as  friends. 

Shrine  of  Maria  Zell  in  Austria 

And  now,  this  last  little  card  will  be  the  final 
souvenir  which  we  can  see  today.  Can't  you  hear  that 
ship  calling  us  to  the  harbour? 

Strangely  enough  this  also  portrays  one  of  Mary's 
shrines.  It  is  the  beloved  "Maria  Zell"  of  Austria. 


Haven't  you  noticed  that  most  of  these  treasures 
have  been  connected  with  Mary?  Here,  done  in 
beautiful  colours,  is  the  Church  of  Pilgrimage,  while 
above  it  enveloped  at  the  base  with  a  cloud,  is  Our 
Lady  holding  the  Child,  both  dressed  in  beautiful 
royal  robes,  and  wearing  crowns.  This  is  a  represen- 
tation of  the  Statue  which  is  venerated  here.  On  the 
back  of  the  card  is  this  Pilgrim's  Prayer,  in  German 
Komme  zu  dir  an  difen  Deinen  Gnadenort,  an  dem 
Du  oft  den  Kranken  Gesundheit,  den  Betrubten.  "O 
Blessed  Virgin!  I  come  to  you  in  this  your  place  of 
grace,  in  which  you  have  often  given  health  to  the 
sick,  trust  to  the  afflicted,  help  to  the  abandoned,  par- 
don and  mercy  to  the  sinner  through  your  interces- 
sion, and  I  beg  you  to  help  me  also,  now  and  at  the 
hour  of  my  death".  Underneath,  in  pencil  is  the 
date  14/8,  52,  when  the  German  girl  who  gave  it 
to  us,  went  with  her  parents  on  pilgrimage  to  the 
shrine  just  before  she  sailed  for  Canada.  They  had 
asked  Our  Blessed  Mother  to  watch  over  her  cross- 
ing and  her  new  future.  And  Our  Lady  did  just  that! 
We  exchanged  her  "Maria"  for  our  own  beloved 
■'Mother  of  Perpetual  Help"  pointing  out  on  the 
reverse  side  the  address  of  our  house  in  Montreal 
the  city  of  her  choice.  Here,  as  you  know,  the  Sisters 
would  welcome  her  and  help  her  to  find  a  place  in 
Canadian  life. 

Have  you  enjoyed  the  stories  which  these  few 
souvenirs  tell?  You  have?  Then  perhaps  when  we 
have  more  time  I  can  show  you  others  which  will 
be  just  as  interesting.  But  now  I  must  hurry  away, 
another  ship  is  calling.  .  .calhng.  .  . 

One  of  Your  Port  Sisters. 


NEWSLET  FROM  NEWFOUNDLAND 

Owing  to  the  dense  fog  which  enveloped  our  new- 
est mission,  mail  was  held  up  just  when  material  was 
due  for  the  printer,  so  the  article  promised  will 
arrive  too  late  and  will  have  to  be  a  pleasure  re- 
served for  the  next  issue. 

However,  through  informal  channels  we  know  that 
activities  go  on  apace  and  that  the  S.O.S.  are  get- 
ting better  and  better  known  in  Canada's  newest 
province.  In  February  Sister  Edna  Deland  joined  the 
original  trio  on  Garrison  Hill. 

We  also  received  word  that  a  Valentine  Party  was 
held  on  February  16th  at  8.00  p.m.  in  which  about 
sixty  young  people  took  part.  There  were  square 
dances,  elimination  dances,  games,  songs,  tap  danc- 
ing, recitations  and  even  moments  of  melodrama. 
Refreshments  were  served  at  10.30  and  the  party 
continued  until  midnight,  when  the  happy  guests 
left  for  home  after  the  singing  of  a  hymn  to  Our 
Blessed  Mother. 


RUSSIAN  COMMUNISM  SURVIVES  ONLY  FOR  EXPORT. 
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...RELIGIOUS  VOCATIONS... 


IN  AN  address  given  at  the  Annual  Convention 
of  the  British  Columbia  Provincial  Council  of  the 
Catholic  Women's  League,  His  Excellency  the 
Most  Reverend  J.  M.  Hill,  D.D.,  spoke,  in  part,  as 
follows: 

The  theme  of  your  Convention  today,  "The  Pro- 
motion of  Religious  Vocations,"  presenting  as  it 
does  not  only  a  serious  responsibility  on  the  part  of 
all  of  us,  but  a  real  challenge  as  well  in  these  days 
when  the  work  of  the  Church  is  everywhere  growing 
and  expanding,  must  hold  a  very  particular  and 
important  interest  for  every  member  of  the  Catholic 
Women's  League. 

Because  your  faith  teaches  you  that  the  Priesthood 
is  Christ's  wondrous  gift  to  man,  perpetuating  His 
own  redemptive  powers  and  merits  for  the  salvation 
of  souls  to  the  end  of  time,  you  are  deeply  conscious 
of  and  hold  in  highest  esteem  its  exalted  dignity 
and  prerogatives.  Collaborating  with  the  priest  in 
furthering  the  work  of  the  salvation  of  souls  and 
promoting  the  spread  of  Christ's  Kingdom  in  the 
world  are  the  religious,  chosen  souls  consecrated  to 
the  service  of  God,  whose  irmumerable  institutions 
dedicated  to  the  corporal  and  spiritual  works  of 
mercy  are  the  pride  and  glory  of  the  Church;  their 
influence  and  their  immeasurable  contribution  to 
Christ's  cause  can  scarcely  be  over-estimated;  in  the 
words  of  Bishop  Spalding:  "Our  hearts  thrill  with 
deep  emotion  when  we  turn  our  thoughts  to  that 
innumerable  army  of  men  and  women,  angels  of 
purity  and  holiness  who,  in  every  age  and  many  lands, 
lead  the  life  of  soUtude  and  contemplation,  of  sim- 
plicity and  benignity;  who  though  clothed  in  austere 
garb  bear  brave  and  cheerful  hearts  within,  aglow 
with  love,  while  they  minister  to  the  sick,  the  aban- 
doned, the  fallen  whether  crushed  by  the  weight  of  sin 
or  solitary  age,  or  poverty;  who  nourish  and  form  the 
religious  spirit  in  childhood,  making  it  reverent, 
devout  and  chaste;  who  offer  ceaseless  prayers  to 
Heaven  and  give  to  the  world  the  highest  examples 
of  what  Christ  would  have  his  followers  become, 
working  without  a  thought  of  what  men  may  say  of 
them,  telling  their  good  deeds  not  even  to  God." 

That  there  is  urgent  and  pressing  need  today  more 
than  ever  before,  for  more  vocations  to  the  priest- 
hood and  religious  life  is  brought  home  to  us  not 
alone  by  the  enduring  appeal  of  the  Divine  Master: 
"The  harvest  is  great  but  the  labourers  are  few,"  but 
as  well  by  the  insistent  pleas  for  priests  and  religious 
from  every  quarter.  Wherever  we  turn — in  most  of 
the  areas  of  United  States,  in  our  own  Canada,  in 
almost  every  country  of  South  America,  in  Mexico, 
in  the  war-ravaged  areas  of  Europe  and  the  perse- 
cuted countries  behind  the  Iron  Curtain,  in  the  dis- 
tant mission  fields  of  Japan,  Chinaj  Africa  and  India, 


the  same  picture  is  mirrored — the  harvest  is  great 
but  the  labourers  are  few.  Zealous,  selfless,  inde- 
fatigable labourers  for  Christ's  cause  must  be  made 
available  in  ever  increasing  numbers  if  the  Church 
is  to  meet  the  challenge  for  the  souls  of  men  and 
for  the  realization  of  God's  Kingdom  in  our  dis- 
tressed and  troubled  world. 

In  a  special  message  to  the  Catholics  of  England 
last  July,  on  the  occasion  of  Vocations  Exhibition 
there,  Our  Holy  Father  calls  .for  "a  united  effort  on 
the  part  of  all  to  foster  vocations."  Singling  out  the 
home,  the  priest  and  the  teacher  as  the  most  im- 
portant instruments  in  preparing  youth  for  the  call 
of  Christ's  service,  he  reminds  parents  that  "mothers 
and  fathers  of  families  must  not  hesitate  to  turn  the 
eyes  of  their  children  early  towards  the  sanctuary. 
They  should  make  it  clear  in  the  family  circle  that  no 
greater  privilege  or  honour  could  come  to  them  than 
to  have  a  son  called  to  stand  at  the  Altar,  another 
Christ,  as  it  were,  to  offer  the  sacrifice  of  Golgotha 
to  the  Eternal  Father."  There  is  no  more  fertile 
source  of  vocations  than  the  true  Catholic  home 
where  the  faith  is  enshrined  in  all  its  beauty,  where 
the  duties  of  Catholics  are  scrupulously  fulfilled  and 
the  example  of  fervent  Catholic  living  is  evident 
always;  where  the  children  from  tenderest  years  are 
taught  the  love  of  God  and  the  virtues  of  purity, 
reverence  and  obedience;  where  daily  family  prayers 
and  fidelity  to  the  other  duties  and  practices  of  our 
faith,  instilled  from  earliest  years,  form  and  mold 
true  Christian  character;  homes  such  as  these, 
modelled  after  that  of  Nazareth,  are  the  sanctuaries 
of  vocations. 

There  will  have  to  be  united  effort  on  the  part 
of  all  to  foster  vocations.  While  the  home,  the 
Church  and  the  school  remain  the  normal  and 
natural  nurseries  of  vocations — each  in  its  own 
sphere  contributing  to  the  all-important  work  of 
supplying  workers  for  Christ's  cause- — God  has  made 
every  one  of  us  responsible  for  doing  our  share  to 
bring  souls  to  the  knowledge  of  His  Love.  Christ's 
invitation:  "Pray  ye,  therefore,  the  Lord  of  the  Har- 
vest that  He  send  forth  labourers  into  the  harvest," 
is  addressed  to  every  member  of  the  Mystical  Body 
of  Christ;  the  man  in  the  professions  and  on  the 
street,  the  woman  in  the  home,  the  youth  in  college, 
the  girl  in  the  office,  the  patient  on  his  bed  of  suffer- 
ing, all  can  participate  in  this  first  and  most  effective 
means  of  fostering  vocations — prayer.  The  urgent, 
incessant,  persevering  petitions  of  fervent  Catholics  to 
the  throne  of  God  in  Heaven  can  blossom  into  hosts 
of  apostles  for  Christ's  cause.  To  prayer  must  be 
added  sacrifice  and  generosity,  all  within  the  gift 
of  each  of  us.  if  we  are  to  measure  up  to  the  re- 
sponsibility that  God  imposes  on  us. 


GOVERNMENT  OF  SELF  IS  THE  SUPREME  TEST  OF  WILL. 
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«  BOOK  REVIEWS  » 

A  DOCTOR  AT  CALVARY— The  Passion  of  Our 
Lord  as  Described  by  a  Surgeon.  This  informa- 
tive volume  is  a  translation  by  the  Earl  of  Wick- 
low  of  the  scientific  findings  regarding  the 
Passion  of  Christ  of  Pierre  Barbet,  M.D.  It 
is  the  March  selection  of  the  Catholic  Book 
Club  and  is  included  in  the  1954  Catholic  Len- 
ten Reading  List  of  the  Religious  Publishers- 
Group. 

What  kind  and  what  degree  of  physical  torture  did 
Our  Lord  suffer  during  His  agony?  These  are  the 
questions  the  author  answers  in  this  work  and  his 
conclusions  bring  to  the  reader  a  vivid  realization  of 
the  injuries  suffered  by  Our  Lord  at  the  hands  of  men 
— from  the  Agony  in  the  Garden  to  the  consumma- 
tion on  Calvary. 

While  the  whole  book  is  filled  with  interesting 
scientific  data  on  the  subject  of  crucifixion,  we  would 
specially  recommend  Chapter  XII  on  "The  Corporal 
Passion  of  Jesus  Christ"  as  excellent  matter  for 
meditation,  especially  during  the  Lenten  Season 
for  all  those  who  wish  to  enter  realistically  into  the 
terrible  sufferings  of  our  Crucified  Saviour. 

Obtainable  at  McClelland  &  Stewart,  Limited,  25 
Hollinger  Road,  Toronto  13,  Canada.  Price  $3.50. 


"THE  WORLD  IS  HIS  PARISH."  The  story  of 
Pope  Pius  XII  by  Mary  Fabyan  Windeatt.  GEO. 
A.  PFLAUM,  Publisher,  Inc.,  38  West  Fifth 
Street,  Dayton  2,  Ohio.  1954.  Full  color.  Single 
copy — 15  cents;  on  orders  for  20  or  more  copies — 
10  cents  each. 

The  intrinsically  dramatic  story  of  Pope  Pius  XII 
is  here  told  in  comic-book  form — a  technique  that 
proves  especially  effective  in  highlighting  the  drama 
and  action  in  the  life  of  "the  Parish  Priest  in  the 
Vatican." 

In  THE  WORLD  IS  HIS  PARISH,  written  by 
Mary  Fabyan  Windeatt,  good  language,  first-rate  il- 
lustrations, and  quality  production  combine  to  paint 
in  the  details  of  a  life  story  of  importance  to  everyone. 
In  effect,  too,  THE  WORLD  IS  HIS  PARISH  shows 
how  the  Church  does  its  work.  This  adaptation  of  a 
significant  story  to  a  popular  format  should  bring 
its  message  to  many  who  might  not  otherwise  be 
reached  through  conventional  media — books,  maga- 
zines, and  newspapers. 

In  producing  this  attractive  and  effective  "biog- 
raphy," the  publisher  has  not  forgotten  that  the 
primary  function  of  the  picture-story  technique  is 
not  only  to  entertain — but  also  to  inform.  The  setting 
— a  world  in  flames  during  two  World  Wars  and  in- 
ternational crisis  after  crisis — supplies  action,  too. 

Here  the  highly  popular  medium  of  the  picture- 
story — more  commonly  known  as  the  "comic"  tech- 


nique— is  used  to  excellent  advantage.  The  picture- 
story  approach  to  the  subject,  using  significant  high- 
lights tied  together  with  appropriate  text,  dramati- 
cally retells  the  story  of  the  life  of  Eugenio  Pacelli 
— beginning  with  his  delicate  childhood  and  carry- 
ing through  his  reign  as  Vicar  of  Christ. 

The  publisher  of  the  weekly  MESSENGERS  and 
the  biweekly  picture  story  magazine,  TREASURE 
CHEST,  here  has  put  an  effective  technique  to  good 
use — thus  bringing  this  significant  story's  inspiration 
and  valuable  information  within  the  reach  of  young 
and  old  alike. 


Prayer  Written 

For  Emigrants 

GENEVA,  Switzerland.— (NO— The  Pope's  deep 
solicitude  for  the  homeless  is  demonstrated  in  a  new 
prayer  he  has  written  to  "Our  Lady  of  the  Emi- 
grants." 

An  English  translation  of  the  prayer — originally 
written  in  Italian — has  been  released  by  the  News 
Bulletin  of  the  International  Catholic  Migration 
Commission  here. 

The  prayer  reads: 

"Most  Holy  Virgin  Mary,  Escort  of  exiles,  who  trudge 
the  roads  of  all  the  world  in  search  of  work  and  bread, 
look  with  compassion  on  our  situation  and  bless  all  who 
help  us;  you  who  have  known  exile  yourself,  be  ever  mind- 
ful, we  implore,  of  us  uprooted  by  want  and  of  those,  our 
brothers,  who  generously  welcome  us  to  share  in  their 
hard  toil. 

"O  Virgin  Mary,  Help  of  Christians  and  Consolation 
of  the  Afflicted,  be  a  loving  Mother  to  us  whom  fate  has 
forced  to  live  far  from  our  native  lands,  burdened  with  ap- 
prehensions as  we  work  for  ourselves  and  our  families,  with 
seldom  a  friend  who  can  understand  our  problems  fully  and 
in  our  familiar  native  tongue.  Invigorate  our  flagging  spirit. 

"With  your  consoling  kindness,  with  your  strong  motherly 
assistance,  through  your  prayers  of  intercession,  protect  us  in 
exile  and  our  anxious  families  at  home  that,  sustained  as 
we  all  are  by  faith,  hope  and  charity,  we  may  walk  in  the 
fear  of  God,  iu  submission  to  His  Divine  Will,  faithful  to 
Christ  and  His  Church  and  thus  may  ever  enjoy  the  fruits 
of  redemption  and  merit  thereby  earthly  peace  and  heavenly 
happiness.  Amen." 


STORMY  WEATHER  BREEDS  THE  STRONGEST  SAILORS. 
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It's  the  WILL  that  matters 

PARABLE    OF    THE    KING'S  DAUGHTERS 

  -  -  Thomasina  Kwinas    -      -      -  '   


ONCE  UPON  a  time  there  was  a  King  who  had 
two  dearly-loved  daughters.  One  day  he  called 
them  to  him,  put  an  arm  around  each,  and  said: 
"My  daughters,  1  am  going  to  ask  a  little  service  of 
you.  We  have  servants  who  could  be  instructed  to 
do  the  tasks,  but  I  believe,  as  love  always  seeks  to 
express  itself  in  service,  that  you  would  be  happy 
to  do  something  to  show  your  love  for  me." 

"Oh,  yes,  dear  Father,"  cried  the  eldest  Princess, 
"tell  us  quickly  what  we  can  do  for  you.  Carina 
and  I  have  often  wished  and  wished  to  find  some 
way  of  proving  our  love  for  such  a  dear  Father." 

"I  know  it,  my  children,"  rephed  the  King,  smiling 
benignly.  "But  before  assigning  the  task  I  want  to 
assure  you  that  I  am  not  as  interested  in  what  you 
do  as  in  the  love  with  which  you  do  it.  As  you 
know,  I  really  have  no  need  of  your  services,  but 
it  will  please  me  to  receive  daily  proof  of  your  affec- 
tion. Do  you  understand?" 

"Yes,  dear  Father,"  replied  the  princesses  in 
unison. 

"Very  good.  Beginning  tomorrow  morning  Mar- 
garita will  see  that  the  basket  from  which  I  give 
bread  daily  to  the  poor  is  always  filled  with  loaves. 
I  do  not  expect  you  to  bake  the  bread;  you  are 
merely  to  secure  it  from  the  baker  and  place  it  in 
the  basket." 

Princess  Margarita  nodded  happily.  "Thank  you. 
Father,"  she  said.  "It  will  be  such  a  joy  for  me  to 
help  you  and  to  share  in  your  charities  towards  the 
poor." 

The  King  turned  to  his  second  daughter.  "And 
my  little  Carina  will  see  that  my  crown  and  sceptre 
are  always  bright  and  shining,  which  means  daily 
careful  polishing." 

Carina  smiled.  "Oh,  Father,  there  is  nothing  would 
please  me  better  than  to  keep  the  symbols  of  your 
royalty  resplendently  beautiful " 

Days  passed.  The  princesses  were  faithful  to 
their  charges  and  the  King  rejoiced  in  their  ministry 
of  love.  Then  one  day  Margarita  thought  to  herself: 
"What  a  paltry  insignificant  thing  this  is  that  I  am 
doing  for  so  noble  a  father — just  putting  loaves  in  a 
basket!  I  would  so  much  love  to  do  something  big 
and  worth  while. 

From  that  hour  Margarita  began  to  be  discon- 
tented with  her  task  and  she  was  constantly  occupied 
with  thoughts  of  wonderful  and  striking  services  she 


might  render  to  her  Father.  She  even  mentioned  the 
matter  to  Carina,  but  the  younger  princess  was  not 
to  be  disturbed  in  the  doing  of  what  she  knew  was. 
her  Father's  wish.  "Don't  you  remember,  Margarita, 
that  our  Father  was  very  insistent  that  it  was  not 
so  much  what  we  do  for  Him  that  matters  as  the 
love  with  which  we  do  it.  I  would  never  think  of 
changing  the  allotted  task  unless  He  Himself  were 
to  change  the  instructions." 

Margarita  was  annoyed.  "The  trouble  with  you 
is  that  you  have  no  vision,"  she  exclaimed  angrily. 
"It's  ridiculous  to  think  Father  would  not  be  pleased 
to  have  us  do  big  things  for  him." 

Carina  did  not  answer,  merely  continuing  her  care- 
ful polishing  of  the  royal  crown,  so  Margarita  went 
off  to  dream  of  schemes  for  some  great  achievement. 
It  was  not  long  before  she  hit  on  what  seemed  to 
her  a  grand  idea.  She  would  embroider  a  regal  robe 
for  her  kingly  father.  It  would  be  of  the  richest  satin, 
bordered  with  ermine,  and  embroidered  with  precious 
jewels.  She  was  clever  with  her  needle  and  felt  she 
could  do  the  work  wonderfully  well.  "And,"  she  said 
to  herself,  "when  the  King,  my  Father,  appears  in 
this  beautiful  robe  everyone  will  be  speaking  of  its 
loveliness  and  saying  it  was  made  by  the  Princess 
Margarita." 

From  then  on  every  spare  moment  was  spent  on 
"The  Robe."  The  work  was  done  secretly,  for  she 
wanted  it  to  be  a  surprise.  It  was  not  long  before 
she  became  so  absorbed  in  the  new  task  that  every- 
thing else  took  second  place.  The  loaves  for  the 
King's  basket  were  selected  hurriedly  and  thrown 
into  the  basket  so  carelessly  that  they  were  often 
crushed  or  broken.  She  became  so  engrossed  that 
even  the  hours  spent  with  her  Father  were  taken 
grudgingly  from  the  task  of  her  own  choosing. 

One  day  the  King,  who  knew  very  well  what  was 
going  on,  remonstrated  with  Margarita.  "My  daugh- 
ter," he  said,  "you  are  not  giving  proper  attention 
to  your  task  of  providing  loaves  for  distribution.  I 
am  sometimes  ashamed  to  give  out  the  broken  bits 
I  find  in  the  basket." 

Margarita,  like  all  proud  people,  resented  cor- 
rection. With  a  toss  of  her  pretty  head  she  replied: 
"Indeed,  my  Father,  one  would  think  those  poor 
people  would  be  glad  to  get  whatever  you  give  them." 
I  can't  see  that  it  makes  much  difference  if  some  of 
the  loaves  are  a  little  crushed." 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  FEAR  IS  NO  SMALL  BEGINNING  OF  HAPPINESS. 
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The  King  said  nothing  more,  but  his  face  showed 
displeasure,  and  this  made  Margarita  a  little  uneasy, 
for  she  really  loved  her  Father.  From  that  hour  a 
coldness  developed  between  them,  but  the  princess 
consoled  herself  by  thinking:  "When  he  sees  the 
beautiful  robe  he'll  understand  why  I  couldn't  be 
bothered  with  those  petty  loaves." 

At  last  the  great  day  came  when  the  last  jewel 
had  been  sown  on  the  gorgeous  garment.  Margarita 
draped  it  over  the  King's  throne  in  a  way  well  cal- 
culated to  display  its  shimmering  lovehness  to  the 
best  advantage.  Then  she  brought  Carina  in  to  look 
at  it. 

"Oh,"  breathed  the  younger  princess  admiringly, 
"how  lovely!  Where  did  it  come  from?" 

Margarita  smiled  proudly  at  Carina's  unfeigned 
admiration.  "I  made  it  for  our  Father.  Don't  you 
think  he'll  be  pleased?  I'm  going  to  bring  him  to 
see  it  now." 

She  left  the  room  and  Carina  continued  to  gaze 
in  wonder  at  the  beautiful  robe.  She  was  the  least 
envious  of  mortals,  but  it  was  not  surprising  that  the 
thought  should  come  to  her  mind  of  how  grand  it 
would  be  if  she,  too,  could  have  done  something 
big  and  beautiful  for  her  dearly-loved  Father.  The 
royal  crown  and  sword-belt  lay  on  a  table  near  the 
throne.  She  had  polished  them  today,  as  always, 
to  the  best  of  her  ability,  not  overlooking  even  the 
tiniest  point,  but  what  a  small  service  this  seemed 
in  comparison  with  Margarita's  magnificent  offer- 
ing! 

Her  comparisons  were  cut  short  by  the  entrance 
of  the  King,  followed  closely  by  the  elder  princess. 
Swiftly  and  gracefully  Margarita  proceeded  to  the 
throne  and  pointing  proudly  to  the  robe  said:  "Here 
is  a  beautiful  new  robe  for  you,  my  Father,  and  I 
made  every  stitch  myself." 

Then  she  waited  silently  for  the  commendation 
she  felt  must  surely  follow.  But  the  King  was  silent. 
He  looked  gravely  from  the  robe  to  the  princess,  then 
back  to  the  robe,  and  his  gaze  was  troubled.  At  last 
he  spoke:  "In  itself  it  is  an  admirable  piece  of  work, 
but  to  me  it  is  nothing  but  a  proof  that  my  daughter 
is  proud,  disobedient  and  wilful.  Carina,  bring  my 
sword  belt." 

The  younger  princess  did  as  she  was  told,  wonder- 
ing at  her  Father's  words,  and  feeling  sorry  for  her 
sister,  who  by  this  time  was  looking  frightened  and 
distressed.  The  king  buckled  on  the  sword-belt,  drew 
the  shining  sword  from  its  scabbard  and  cut  the 
shimmering  satin  robe  in  ribbons.  Then,  turning  to 
Margarita,  who  was  gazing  horror-stricken  at  the 
ruined  work  of  so  many  a  long  month,  he  said:  "My 
daughter,  you  have  expended  much  effort  on  accom- 
plishing a  work  according  to  your  own  sweet  will, 
while  neglecting  the  task  appointed  to  you.  Did  I 
not  make  it  clear  that  what  I  wanted  of  you  was 
loving  obedience?  The  work  itself  means  little  to 
me.  Do  you  not  realize  that  if  1  wanted  a  magnificent 


robe  there  are  jewellers  and  seamstresses  a-plenty 
who  could  quickly  supply  the  need?  The  thing  I 
asked  you  would  not  give,  so  the  thing  conceived 
and  executed  to  satisfy  your  own  whim  is  not  accept- 
able." 

Shrinking  from  the  unaccustomed  sterness  in  her 
Father's  face  and  voice,  Margarita  fell  on  her  knees, 
weeping  bitterly  Carina,  too,  was  crying  silently, 
for  it  pained  her  deeply  to  witness  such  a  scene 
between  two  she  loved  so  well.  Timidly  she  ap- 
proached the  King  and  touched  his  arm.  "Father," 
she  said,  her  voice  soft  but  insistent.  "Do  not  be 
angry  with  Margarita.  I  know  she  has  displeased  you, 
but  she  really  did  make  the  robe  as  a  proof  of  her 
love  for  you." 

"As  a  proof  of  her  own  cleverness,"  retorted  the 
King,  "and  to  win  the  praise  of  men." 

But  Carina  was  not  easily  rebuffed.  "What  you 
say  may  be  true,  my  Father,  but  even  so  Margarita 
did  mean  to  give  you  pleasure  as  well.  I  know  she 
did." 

The  stem  lines  on  the  King's  face  relaxed.  "You 
make  a  good  advocate,  little  one,"  he  said,  placing 
his  hand  on  Carina's  head.  A  few  strides  brought  him 
beside  Margarita  who  knelt  half-hidden  behind  the 
throne,  tears  running  unchecked  down  her  beauti- 
ful face. 

"Rise,  my  daughter,"  he  said,  gently  touching  her 
shoulder.  When  the  princess  stood  before  him  with 
downcast  eyes  he  continued:  "I  see  you  have  learned 
your  lesson,  child,  and  from  now  on  I  believe  you 
will  be  faithful  in  fulfilling  my  wishes.  Look  up  at 
me." 

Timidly  Margarita  raised  tear-drenched  eyes  to  her 
Father.  For  one  long  moment  they  held  each  other's 
gaze,  and  in  that  look  the  love  and  sorrow  in  one 
heart  met  love  and  forgiveness  in  the  other.  Hardly 
knowing  how,  Margarita  found  herself  held  close 
in  her  Father's  arms. 

Meanwhile  the  Princess  Carina  stood  by,  rejoicing 
in  the  reconcihation.  Presently  the  King  leaned  over 
and  drew  her,  also,  into  his  close  embrace.  Then 
in  a  voice  that  stirred  the  hearts  of  both  maidens 
to  their  innermost  depths,  he  said:  "Remember 
always,  my  daughters,  that  what  I  want  most  from 
you  is  Love — and  Love  always  shows  itself  by  doing 
the  wiU  of  the  one  loved." 


INFINITELY  BETTER  IS  THE  SPIRIT  OF  CHRIST  WITHOUT  EFFICIENCY  THAN 
EFFICIENCY  WITHOUT  THE  SPIRTT  OF  CHRIST. 
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THE  INCOMING  TIDE 


DID  YOU  EVER  sit  on  the  beach  when  the  tide 
was  coming  in?  How  silently  and  mysteriously 
wave  after  wave  swept  in  from  the  mighty  deep! 
The  encroachment  of  the  wave  on  the  sand  is 
hardly  noticeable.  But  before  you  know  it  the  sea 
is  lapping  at  your  feet.  Nothing  can  break  that 
mysterious  and  irresistible  push  of  the  invading  sea. 

There  is  now  in  Canada  a  tide  flooding  her 
Provinces  from  sea  to  sea.  This  human  tide  of  im- 
migration has  created  social  and  religious  problems 
of  the  highest  importance.  In  the  last  few  years 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  new  settlers  have  made 
Canada  their  home.  From  1951  to  1953  more  than 
a  half  million  have  come  to  our  shores.  Like  the 
waters  of  the  incoming  tide  they  have  flooded  our 
land  unnoticed.  As  Canada  is  "the  land  of  magnifi- 
cent distances",  this  peaceful  invasion  has  been  ab- 
sorbed in  our  cities  and  farming  communities.  From 
time  to  time  the  official  statistics  awaken  us  to  the 
reality  of  the  change  taking  place  around  us.  One 
is  surprised  to  hear  so  many  foreign  languages 
wherever  one  goes.  The  tide  is  now  running  strong. 
Immigration  holds  the  key  of  the  future  of  our 
ever-expanding  country.  Our  natural  resources  are 
the  envy  of  the  world.  They  are  the  magnet  that 
attracts  today  so  many  of  the  European  nations. 
War-torn  nations  are  looking  for  peaceful  lands 
to  start  over  their  life  and  give  to  their  children 
opportunities  they  did  not  have. 

In  immigration  it  is  the  "human  factor"  that 
counts.  It  is  very  difficult  for  us  to  assess  the  trans- 
formation that  takes  place  in  the  soul  of  the  immi- 
grant. For  some  the  freedom  of  their  land  of 
adoption  acts  as  a  heady  wine.  For  others  the  same 
period  of  readjustment  is  a  very  painful  process. 

YOU  CAN  PREACH  A  BETTER  SERMON 


Memories  of  the  old  land  and  century-old  tradi- 
tions still  haunt  their  days  and  nights.  God  alone 
knows  through  what  agonies  they  have  to  live  be- 
fore the  sunshine  of  this  new  land  breaks  through 
the  mist  and  rolls  back  the  dark  clouds  of  former 
days. 

The  greatest  danger  for  the  new  Canadian  is  the 
breaking  of  his  spiritual  allegiance  to  the  Faith  of 
his  Baptism.  There  is  a  tendency  to  change  his  re- 
ligious habits  in  his  new  environment.  Fully  aware 
of  these  present  conditions,  the  Cardinal,  Arch- 
bishop McGuigan  of  Toronto,  in  a  letter  "to  my 
people"  had  this  to  say  on  the  matter  under  review: 

"Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  the  number  of  im- 
migrants who  have  come  to  the  Diocese  has  greatly 
increased.  We  need  especially  to  provide  for  many 
national  groups  among  which  we  would  like  to 
mention  especially  the  Italian  group  which  has  in- 
creased phenominally  during  the  past  few  years. 
There  is  hardly  a  nationality  of  Europe  which  has 
not  increased  its  numbers  among  us  since  we  last 
had  the  opportunity  of  (?J)ening  our  heart  to  you  in 
a  letter  destined  for  all  the  people.  Many  of  these 
have  already  made  great  advances  in  their  efforts  to 
establish  new  parishes.  The  Polish  group,  which  is 
very  numerous,  has  been  very  active  and  very  suc- 
cessful. The  fact  that  a  new  parish  has  been  opened 
in  Toronto  and  a  larger  Church  provided  for  St. 
Catharines,  as  well  as  a  school  in  Crowland  and  a 
new  parish  under  construction  in  Oshawa,  show  the 
power  and  devotion  of  these  people  who  are  suffer- 
ing so  much  for  their  homeland  and  who  have  come 
to  the  Diocese  from  various  parts  of  Canada  and 
abroad  in  great  numbers.  Besides  Catholics  of  both 
French  and  English  origin,  we  have  Lithuanians, 
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TWO 


THE     FIELD    AT  HOME 


JULY,  1954 


Another  S.O.S.  Pioneer  Called  Home 

On  the  First  Friday  of  June,  at  seven 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  Sister  Ida  Pickup, 
a  veteran  S.O.S.  missionary,  went  to  God. 
Sister  was  awakened  by  a  severe  heart  at- 
tack at  five  a.m.  The  priest  and  doctor  were 
summoned  immediately.  The  latter  did  what 
he  could  and  Father  Marvyn,  of  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes  parish,  proceeded  to  administer  Ex- 
treme Unction.  During  the  anointing  Sister 
passed  away  peacefully  and  without  the  least 
sign  of  struggle.  A  few  minutes  later  Father 
Kroetsch,  C.Ss.R.  arrived  to  say  the  Com- 
munity Mass  which  was,  of  course,  offered 
for  Sister. 

The  funeral  Mass  was  sung  in  our  Novi- 
tiate chapel  by  Very  Reverend  J.  Arthur 
Ryan,  Redemptorist  Provincial,  at  nine 
o'clock  Monday  morning,  June  7th.  Inter- 
ment was  in  Mount  Hope  cemetery. 

Sister  Pickup  was  born  in  Wheatland, 
P.O.,  but  spent  several  years  in  the  United 
States  before  returning  to  Canada  to  enter 
the  Sisters  of  Service  in  November  1924, 
a  little  more  than  two  years  after  the  founda- 
tion of  the  Institute.  After  Profession  Sister 
gave  many  years  of  devoted  service  in  newly- 
established  missions  in  the  West,  edifying  all 
by  her  spirit  of  cheerfulness  and  joyful  re- 
signation to  God's  Will,  a  spirit  which 
showed  itself  clearly  in  her  favourite  ejacu- 
lation: "Blessed  be  God  for  all  things." 

For  some  time  Sister  had  been  an  invalid 
at  the  Mother  House,  suffering  from  various 
painful  iUnesses,  but  she  never  allowed  her- 
self to  give  way  to  depression  or  discour- 
agement and  never  lost  the  happy  faculty 
of  seeing  the  humorous  side  of  things. 

We  shall  miss  her  cheerful  presence,  but 
we  are  consoled  by  the  sure  hope  that  she 
is  enjoying  eternal  happiness  and  that  we 
have  another  S.O.S.  advocate  with  God. 


Maltese,  Slovaks,  Slovenians,  Croatians,  Dutch, 
Hungarians,  Latvians  and  Czechs,  as  well  as  many 
oriental  Catholics. 

"This  increase  in  our  Catholic  population  has  re- 
quired the  presence  among  them  of  priests  of  their 
own  nationality  and  in  most  instances  when  the 
conditions  and  numbers  warrant  it  new  national 
parishes  have  been  set  up  or  parishes  where  both 
English  and  the  national  language  is  spoken.  It  is 
most  understandable  that  newcomers  desire  to  have 
religious  services  in  their  own  tongue.  Particularly 
in  the  beginnings,  although  they  learn  English  or 
French,  both  official  in  our  country,  sufficiently  for 
business  purposes,  nevertheless  they  feel  the  need 
of  going  to  confession  in  their  own  tongue,  or  re- 
ceiving instructions  in  their  native  language  and  it 
is  only  when  this  is  done  as  far  as  can  be  that  we 
can  hope  to  gain  their  hearts  and  to  keep  them 
faithful  to  our  Holy  Mother  the  Church.  Naturally 
there  will  be  changes  in  the  future  but  we  have  to 
leave  that  in  the  hands  of  the  Lord  and  the  natural 
development  of  the  country,  whatever  that  may  be." 

This  problem  of  immigration  and  its  influence 
on  the  Church,  particularly  in  our  Western  Prov- 
inces, brought  into  existence  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
One  of  their  principal  activities  is  at  the  ports  of  en- 
try, Halifax,  St.  John,  N.B.,  Quebec  and  Mont- 
real. There  they  meet  our  Catholic  immigrants  and 
then  refer  them  to  clergy  of  the  regions  where  they 
hope  to  settle.  The  Sister  is  the  first  contact  of 
Mother  Church  with  these  exiled  children.  This  is 
a  privilege  which  the  Sisters  cherish.  They  watch 
the  incoming  tide  as  they  stand  at  the  landing  stage 
of  our  Canadian  ports  of  entry. 


Valued  Appreciation 

The  following  letter  was  received  recently  by 
Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  from  the  Italian 
Ambassador  to  Canada. 

AMBASCIATA  D'lTALIA  IN  CANADA 
OTTAWA 

Dear  Father  Daly, 

The  Italian  Government  is  aware  of  the  excellent 
social  work  which  is  being  carried  out  by  the  Catholic 
Order  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  and  deeply  appreciates  the 
help  and  protection  this  Order  has  extended  to  a  very  great 
number  of  Italian  immigrants  in  this  country. 

Cognizant  of  the  fact  that  you  are  the  founder  of  the 
Order  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  the  Italian  Government 
has  requested  me  to  express  to  you  its  profound  gratitude 
for  such  a  worthy,  humanitarian  endeavour. 

And  in  this  connection,  dear  Father  Daly,  permit  me 


to  add  to  this  expression  of  appreciation  made  on  the  part 
of  my  Government,  my  own  heartfelt  thanks  and  sincere 
admiration  for  your  work,  which  I  have  the  pleasure  to 
convey  to  you  also  on  behalf  of  my  fellow  countrymen 
here  in  Canada. 

I  welcome  this  opportunity  to  express  to  you,  dear 
Father  Daly,  the  assurances  of  my  high  consideration  and 
my  best  wishes  and  regards.  \ 
Yours  sincerely, 

(Signed)  Corrado  Baldoni, 

Ambassador  of  Italy. 


THERE  IS  NO  VERBAL  VITAMIN  MORE  POTENT  THAN  PRAISE. 
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«  «  What's  Doing  in  Newfoundland  »  » 


Atmospherics 

When  we  last  wrote  we  promised  to  tell  you 
something  about  the  city  of  St.  John's,  which  we 
like  very  much,  although  we  have  to  admit  the 
weather  is  variable.  We  are  not  sure  that  "Variable" 
is  the  right  word,  but  we  are  certainly  kept  guessing 
as  to  what  to  expect  next.  At  the  moment  of  writing 
it  is  bright  and  warm — could  be  early  summer — an 
hour  ago  a  heavy  mist  enveloped  the  city  and  four 
hours  ago  it  was  snowing  so  (hat  the  girls  went  off 
to  work  wrapped  as  if  it  were  the  middle  of  January. 
Planes  have  been  grounded  for  almost  twelve  days, 
so  air  mail  in  and  out  just  doesn't  get  "in"  or  "out" 
for  the  time  being. 

However,  all  this  has  not  hindered  the  tulips, 
lilacs  and  other  plants  from  making  their  way 
through  the  earth  and  they  are  beginning  to  make 
quite  a  show  for  themselves.  Our  grounds  are  very 
nice  with  many  trees  and  flowering  bushes,  but  we 
do  not  know  exactly  what  will  come  up  next,  as  we 
arrived  last  year  a  little  late  to  see  everything  in 
bloom. 

Motorcade  for  St.  Patrick 

Our  activities  after  the  Valentine  party  were  cut 
short  on  account  of  Lent  coming  so  early.  We  had 
promised  ourselves  a  St.  Patrick's  party,  but  because 
St.  Patrick's  Day  is  a  pubhc  hoHday  with  all  Lenten 
restrictions  removed  everyone  had  a  party  to  attend, 
so  we  did  not  have  one. 

We  must,  however,  tell  you  of  the  parade  on  St. 
Pat's  Day.  Some  twenty  or  more  years  ago  it  was  the 
custom  to  have  a  parade  and  one  can  easily  imagine 


Enjoying  a  Sing-song 


"Ave   Maria"  at  Eventide 


the  band  playing,  "It's  the  hat  me  dear  old  father 
wore  upon  St.  Patrick's  Day."  It  was  decided  to 
revive  the  custom  this  year,  but  as  a  concession 
to  this  age  of  speed  it  took  the  form  of  a  motorcade 
which  means  that  instead  of  marching  with  banners 
and  bands  the  paraders  rode  in  a  car,  bands  and  all. 
The  cars  were  decorated  with  shamrocks,  harps  and 
flags  with  greetings  "Erin  go  bragh"  and  "Top  'o 
the  morning"  etc.  The  large  cars  carrying  the  bands 
were  decorated  with  green  and  white  bunting;  the 
boys  in  their  uniforms  made  a  very  impressive  sight 
and — can  they  play!!  The  boys  are  from  Mount 
Cashel  school  in  charge  of  the  Christian  Brothers 
and  the  band  was  under  the  direction  of  one  of  the 
Brothers.  It  was  truly  a  grand  Catholic  demonstra- 
tion, ending  with  High  Mass  celebrated  by  His  Grace 
the  Archbishop.  Perhaps — and  this  is  just  a  hope 
of  ours — next  year  it  will  be,  as  the  children  say, 
a  "really"  parade  with  the  marching  of  feet  to  gay 
music  of  the  bands  always  associated  with  St. 
Patrick's  Day. 

Lent  and  Easter 

The  day  after  the  17th  was  strictly  Lent  and  no 
parties  allowed.  The  people  thronged  to  the  Cathe- 
dral for  the  services.  No  matter  how  early  the  Mass, 
or  how  long  the  evening  devotions,  there  was  no  sign 
of  restlessness;  they  love  to  be  in  church. 

Then  came  the  beautiful  ceremonies  of  Easter. 
Holy  Saturday  services  were  held  in  the  evening, 
commencing  at  10:30  p.m.  with  Midnight  Mass. 
Easter  Sunday,  v/ith  the  beautiful  music  which  lifts 
the  soul  away  from  the  tomb  to  the  glories  of  heaven, 
was  glorious. 
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Flower-makers  at  Work 


Flower-Makers 

Easter  over,  we  commenced  activities  by  in- 
viting out-of-town  girls  to  a  social  evening  with  the 
slogan  "Let's  get  acquainted."  The  result  was  most 
encouraging  and  groups  were  formed  to  take  part 
in  various  hobbies.  The  first  to  get  started  was  the 
flower-making  group  and  already  we  have  numbers 
of  beautiful  carnations  in  "full  bloom"  and  everyone 
is  happy  at  the  result  of  their  handiwork.  There  are 
twenty-three  girls  in  this  group  and  most  of  them  are 
anxious  to  make  several  dozen  flowers  to  take  home 
to  their  parish  church. 


The  New  Radio 


Plans  for  the  Future 

Three  other  groups  are  in  formation — singing, 
painting,  public  speaking.  The  last-named  subject 
is  really  a  prelude  to  Leadership.  We  need  leaders 
and  we  feel  that  this  public-speaking  class  will  help 
careful  thinking  and  the  ability  to  express  thought. 

Many  other  subjects  were  chosen:  leather  tooling, 
shell  craft,  aluminum  etching.  By  the  Fall  we  hope 
the  materials  for  these  projects  will  be  available 
and  the  work  started.  There  is  no  lack  of  enthusiasm 
on  the  part  of  the  girls. 

And  Now— a  Radiol 

On  May  20th  a  successful  party  was  held  and 
because  of  the  lovely  carnations  already  mentioned 
the  girls  decided  to  call  it  a  "carnation  party"  and 
the  rooms  were  decorated  with  pink  and  white 
flowers.  At  this  party  the  girls  presented  the  Sisters 
with  a  combination  radio  and  record  player  for  the 
House.  It  was  a  great  pleasure  to  everyone  because 
the  girls  had  planned  early  in  the  year  to  raise  the 
money  for  this. 

We  promised  to  tell  you  something  about  St. 
John's  and  when  we  can  see  it,  that  is,  when  the 
fog  lifts  completely,  we'll  take  a  good  look  around 
and  let  you  know  how  really  nice  it  is.  In  the  mean- 
time, we  are  happy  here  and  it's  fine  place  to  live. 

S.O.S.  Newfoundland 

Our  work  will  never  save  our  souls.  It  is 
immaterial  where  we  are  and  what  we  do;  the 
thing  that  matters  is  who  we  are  and  what  we 
intend  .  .  . 

*    *    *  * 


"To  the  witnesses  of  the  ancient  and  the  medieval 
'Church  we  may  add  as  a  representative  of  modem 
theology  the  keen,  scholarly  Bishop  of  Meaux, 
Jacques  B.  Bousset  (1627-1704)  famed  for  his 
oratory.  In  a  celebrated  sermon,  preached  on  the 
Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  he  sets  forth 
the  reasons  why  in  respect  to  Mary  the  redemptive 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ  should  exercise  its  saving 
powers:  "Mary  has  this  in  common  with  other 
human  beings  that  she  was  redeemed  through  the 
Blood  of  her  Son;  but  she  surpasses  all  others  in 
this  that  this  Blood  was  taken  from  her  body.  She 
shares  in  common  with  all  the  faithful  this  that 
Jesus  made  her  a  gift  of  His  Blood,  but  excels  them 
in  that  that  Jesus  first  received  it  from  her." 

(Archbishop  Muench  — ^ 

Catholic  Action  News  —  March,  1 954) 
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ANOTHER  S.O.S.  SILVER  JUBILEE 


May  was  a  month  of  celebrations  for  us — Silver 
Jubilee  Tea,  Solemn  High  Mass  of  Thanksgiving, 
and  Jubilee  Dance — all  in  the  month  of  May  in  this 
Marian  Year!  Underlying  all  this  activity  was  a 
spirit  of  joy  and  gratitude;  joy  that  we  had  achieved 
twenty-five  years  of  service,  gratitude  that  God  had 
permitted  us  to  labour  in  this  comer  of  His  vineyard 
and  blessed  our  efforts. 

Silver  Jubilee  Tea 

Since  the  beginning  of  the  year  when  the  Catholic 
Women's  League  arranged  to  convene  a  Silver 
Jubilee  Tea  to  commemorate  our  twenty-fifth  anni- 
versary, there  has  been  talk  of  nothing  else.  We 
brought  up  and  dusted  the  Old  Annals  and  read 
with  interest  and  some  amusement  of  the  first  days 
at  "9919  -  105th."  Then  and  there  we  decided  that 
we  would  make  small  leather  key-cases  for  all  our 
friends  who  would  come  to  their  old  home  on  the 
second  of  May.  Key  cases  were  everywhere,  in  differ- 
ent stages  of  completion,  for  months,  but  on  Monday 
night,  April  26th,  we  had  a  "key-case  bee"  (the 
first  of  its  kind  in  history),  using  assembly-line 
procedure,  until  the  last  of  the  four  hundred  were 
finished.  Cocoa,  bread  and  jam  appeared  and  dis- 
appeared like  magic  when  the  last  dome  was  ham- 
mered into  the  last  key-case. 

Did  you  ever  see  a  house  getting  a  real  "going 
over?"  One  of  the  girls  said  that  she  had  never 
cleaned  her  room  so  often  and  so  much.  The  house, 
which  has  a  friendly,  liveable  look,  never  shone 
brighter;  the  woodwork  was  freshly  varnished,  the 
floors  waxed  to  perfection,  and  two  of  the  girls 
made  corsages  of  yellow  and  white  daisies  to  be 
worn  by  the  girls  in  residence.  The  leather  work, 
made  by  the  sisters  and  girls,  was  all  ready  to  be 
displayed  and  sold  on  the  morrow;  the  tables  were 
decorated.  We  were  ready! 

The  great  day  dawned  beautifully  and  remained 
beautiful.  The  Tea,  convened  by  Mrs.  C.  Woodman, 
was  perfectly  organized;  here  and  there  a  group  of 
friends  were  seen  chatting;  in  the  smoking-room  a 
few  of  our  girls,  with  their  friends  (men  never  do 
like  to  sit  and  eat  tiny  cookies  and  sandwiches)  were 
playing  cards,  with  cold  drinks  and  sandwiches  of 
appropriate  size,  near  at  hand.  Many  an  exclamation 
was  heard  as  old  members  of  the  Club  being  taken 
around  the  house  admired  the  many  changes  that 
have  taken  place  since  they  were  here.  It  was  pleas- 
ant to  meet  so  many  who  had  been  at  one  time  or 
another  associated  with  the  Club.  We  were  particu- 
larly delighted  to  welcome  five  members  who  were 
living  here  in  the  days  of  1929  when  the  Club  was 
first  opened. 


Solemn  High  Mass  of  Thanksgiving 

Once  again  the  house  was  swept  and  polished. 
The  preceding  Sunday  witnessed  our  celebration 
for  the  friends  and  members  of  the  Club.  This 
Solemn  High  Mass  of  Thanksgiving  at  10:00  a.m. 
was  for  religious.  The  Mass  was  sung  by  Right 
Reverend  W.  B.  Carleton,  P. A.,  assisted  by  Reverend 
B.  Johnson,  C.Ss.R.  as  deacon  and  Reverend  W.  E. 
Doyle,  J.C.D.,  as  subdeacon.  Reverend  James  Hol- 
land, present  chaplain  of  the  Club,  acted  as  Master 
of  Ceremonies.  Two  seminarians,  Mr.  Luce  and 
Mr.  Clancy,  were  acolytes.  The  first  permanent 
chaplain  of  our  house.  Reverend  G.  L.  Green,  con- 
ducted the  singing  of  the  beatiful  "Cum  Jubilo" 
Mass.  Sister  Zink  and  Sister  Hayes  sang  Monsignor 
Ronan's  joyous  "Jubilate  Deo"  unaccompanied,  be- 
fore Mass.  They  also  sang  the  proper  of  the  Mass  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception  and  "Tota  pulchra  est" 
after  the  Offertory  Verse.  The  singing  of  the  solemn 
Te  Deum  after  Mass  gave  us  a  wonderful  opportunity 
to  use  the  Church's  own  words  to  really  thank  God 
for  His  goodness  to  us. 

During  the  Mass  Monsignor  Carleton  extended 
His  Grace  Archbishop  MacDonald's  regrets  that  he 
could  not  be  present.  He  then  congratulated  us  on 
our  work  here  and  the  other  works  of  our  Institute. 
In  a  strikingly  simple  manner  he  drew  attention  to 
the  highlights  of  our  life  as  a  Christian  and  as  a 
religious — our  baptism,  confirmation  and  our  call 
and  response  to  the  life  of  a  Spouse  of  Christ.  He 
touched  briefly  on  his  knowing  and  talking  to  Rev- 
erend G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  our  founder,  about  this,  a 
work  so  close  to  his  heart,  and  said  that  he  had 
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A  "Leather  Bee' 


watched  it  grow  in  spite  of  hardships  and  heartaches, 
into  the  wonderful  work  that  Father  Daly  dreamed 
it  would  be — a  real  "home  away  from  home"  for 
girls  from  across  the  seas  and  from  our  neighbouring 
towns. 

Reverend  N.  Schmeltzer,  Reverend  I.  Shalla, 
C.Ss.R.  and  Sisters  from  various  communities  were 
honoured  guests.  Father  Shalla  brought  with  him 
from  Edson,  Sisters  Knopic,  Guest,  LaMothe  and 
Daley,  the  two  last  mentioned  sisters  having  been 
stationed  on  this  mission  in  former  years.  With  the 
two  sisters  from  Vilna  and  those  of  85th  Street,  we 
made  a  happy  group  of  S.O.S.  united  in  Jubilee 
rejoicing. 

Jubilee  Dance 

Now  it  was  the  girls'  turn.  So,  to  the  lilting 
rhythm  of  "Ted's"  four-piece  orchestra,  they  danc- 
ingly  enjoyed  their  celebrations  of  our  Silver  Jubilee. 
They  are  such  nice  girls,  and  we  were  proud  of  them 
as  we  watched  them  receive  and  entertain  their 
guests.  During  the  supper  waltz.  Sister  Superior  cut 
the  beautifully-decorated  fruit  cake,  given  to  us  on 
the  day  of  the  Tea  by  the  members  of  the  Catholic 
Women's  League.  Coffee,  doughnuts  and  fruit  cake 
were  served,  and  the  couples  resumed  dancing  until 
midnight. 

And  so  the  Jubilee  celebrations  are  over  with 
all  who  are  interested  in  our  home  having  had  a 
share  in  them,  coming  either  to  the  Silver  Tea, 
the  Mass  of  Thanksgiving  or  the  Dance.  The  memor- 
ies still  linger  with  us,  as  with  bright  hopes  and 
happy  hearts  we  look  forward  to  many  more  years 
of  sharing  our  "home  away  from  home"  with  those 
who  come  to  live  with  us. 

S.O.S.  Edmonton 

(Our  readers  will  doubtless  read  with  interest 
the  following  acount  of  the  Jubilee  Celebrations 
which  appeared  in  the  Western  Catholic. — Ed.). 


Opening  and  Blessing 

It  was  in  May,  1929,  that  two  Sisters  of  Service 
came  to  105th  Street,  Edmonton,  and  took  posses- 
sion of  the  beautiful  house  "9919",  which  became 
the  future  "home  away  from  home"  of  Catholic 
girls  from  overseas.. 

The  formal  opening  took  place  on  May  21st.  On 
that  day  His  Grace  Archbishop  O'Leary  blessed 
the  house,  placing  it  under  the  protection  of  St. 
Joseph.  On  the  same  day  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  arranged  a  silver  tea  and  provision  show- 
er; the  house  was  opened  to  the  pubhc. 

On  Friday,  May  31st,  His  Grace  Archbishop 
O'Leary  blessed  the  httle  Chapel  which  was  dedi- 
cated to  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help.  Those  as- 
sisting at  this  ceremony  were  immigrants  repre- 
senting every  nationality  in  the  "Old  Country", 
now  united  by  their  one  common  faith  and  mutual 
need  for  help  in  their  adopted  "New  Country", 
Canada. 

Why  These  Clubs? 

When  Canada  opened  her  doors  to  immigrants 
from  the  British  Isles  and  Europe,  after  the  First 
World  War,  there  was  a  very  great  need  for  homes 
where  a  Catholic  girl  could  be  protected  and  as- 
sured she  had  a  home  to  which  she  could  go  at  any 
time.  Reverend  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  founder  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  saw  the  need,  and  the  result 
was  the  opening  of  clubs  for  girls  in  all  larger  cities 
of  Canada.  Many  busses  and  trains  were  met,  with 
the  Sisters  bringing  home  with  them  young  Catho- 
lic immigrants,  helping  them  during  their  first  lonely 
months.  The  Sisters  conducted  an  employment  bu- 
reau, to  assist  the  newcomers  find  employment.  Once 
settled  the  girls  were  invited  to  spend  their  evenings 
or  whatever  free  time  thy  had,  at  the  Club,  where 
they  met  their  friends. 

Girls  From  Rural  Areas 

Gradually  immigration  practically  stopped  and 
the  Residential  Club  became  a  home  for  Catholic 
young  women  in  need  of  accommodation  at  reason- 
able rates.  Many  a  young  girl  coming  in  from  the 
country  in  search  of  employment,  or  taking  a  busi- 
ness course,  has  found  a  safe  and  happy  home  at 
the  Club.  The  Sisters  of  Service  conduct  residential 
clubs  with  a  difference.  They  do  not  provide  life 
residence.  Once  a  girl  has  formed  a  circle  of  worthy 
friends  and  has  secured  suitable  employment,  she  is 
ready  to  make  way  for  another  girl  to  take  her 
place.  However,  she  does  not  lose  contact  with  the 
Sisters,  but  returns  for  friendly  visits,  advice  and 
social  gatherings.  Once  a  member  of  the  Club,  al- 
ways a  member.  The  Sisters  are^no  less  interested 
in  their  "graduates"  than  they  are  in  those  immedi- 
ately under  their  care. 

(continued  on  page  17) 
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NEWS  AND  VIEWS  FROM  VANCOUVER  CLUB 


EVEN  in  leisurely  Vancouver  summer  takes  us 
unawares.  Can  it  be  that  the  "indoor  season" 
is  really  over? 

Through  the  medium  of  our  latest  hobby,  Pho- 
tography, we  have  some  pleasing  facets  of  our 
House  Activities.  A  group  near  the  piano  shows 
one  comer  of  the  lounge.  The  floor  of  green  tile 
has  stood  plenty  of  wear  and  tear.  Cretonne- 
covered  chairs,  three  chesterfields,  a  book  case  and 
a  radio  invite  to  relaxation  during  "time  off".  In 
this  room  we  have  our  meetings  and  most  of  our 
social  activities.  Many  of  our  enterprises  are  now 
sponsored  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  Auxiliary.  The 
Auxiliary  was  formed  in  September,  1952,  and  con- 
sists of  active  and  passive  members.  The  active 
members  are  former  residents  of  the  Club  and  others 
who  wish  to  help.  Anyone  who  is  willing  to  pay  a 
membership  fee  can  be  a  Passive  Member.  The  organ- 
ization has  grown  from  the  original  six  active  mem- 
bers, who  formed  the  first  executive,  to  the  present 
50  Active  and  30  Passive,  and  their  undertakings 
have  been  remarkably  successful.  On  the  second 
Sunday  of  every  month  they  assemble  in  the  Chapel 
for  Benediction,  after  which  follows  their  regular 
monthly  meeting. 

Working  Committees 

Four  committees  have  accomplished  much  in  a 
short  time.  The  Social  sponsored  our  Hallowe'en 
Masquerade.  The  Library  catalogued  the  books  in 
the  girls'  library.  The  Membership  sponsored  a 
Membership  Tea.  The  Religious  arranged  for  a 
Day  of  Recollection  and  the  Crowning  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  Each  committee  has  to  its  credit  many 
minor  achievements. 


A  Group  of  Auxiliary  Members 


Corner  of  Lounge 


Recollection  Day 

May  we  enlarge  somewhat  on  the  Day  of  Re- 
collection in  May.  Mass  at  9  in  our  Chapel  was  at- 
tended by  27  girls  who  spent  the  day  in  prayer  and 
spiritual  reading.  Several  Conferences  were  given 
and  at  4:30  p.m.  with  fitting  ceremony  a  crown  was 
placed  on  the  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Rever- 
end Father  Hill,  C.Ss.R.,  gave  an  inspiring  talk  and 
Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  brought  to  a 
close  a  happy  and  holy  day. 

New  Car  Expected 

The  first  major  contribution  of  the  Auxiliary 
was  a  set  of  chrome  tables  and  chairs  for  the 
girls'  dining  room— pearl  grey  with  red  trim.  These 
are  made  use  of  for  bingo  some  Thursday  nights. 
The  proceeds  go  to  the  car  fund.  Yes,  the  Auxiliary 
hopes  to  give  the  Sisters  a  new  car  at  the  celebra- 
tion of  our  Silver  Jubilee  in  October.  Everything  is 
now  working  up  to  that.  The  Garden  Party — the  big 
event  of  the  summer — should  bring  them  near  their 
financial  objective.  Everybody  is  tremendously  in- 
terested in  the  fact  that  we  might  get  a  new  car.  Our 
friends  ask  whether  it  will  be  red  or  green  and  car 
dealers  view  us  with  a  bargaining  eye. 

But  the  Old  One  Still  Works 

Meanwhile,  the  "1935"  Dodge  does  faithful 
duty.  Even  if  the  doors  are  hard  to  open  and  the 
rain  drips  through  the  roof — it  gets  us  there  and 
back.  On  Saturdays  for  several  years  it  has  given  us 
transportation  to  St.  Monica's,  Lulu  Island,  where 
catechism  "comes  to  life".  What  do  you  think  of  our 
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First  Communicants  at  St.  Casimir's  with  Pastor,  Teacher  and  Altar  Boys 


children?  So  unnaturally  quiet  for  a  few  seconds,  as 
the  flash  was  taken,  but  you  should  see  them  in 
action!  A  livelier  group  of  children  doesn't  exist. 
They  are  trained  to  good  behaviour  in  Church  and 
First  Communion  Sunday  was  a  day  to  be  remem- 
bered. The  Pastor,  Reverend  Father  Martin,  O.S.A., 
had  everything  beautifully  arranged  for  the  occa- 
sion. Brother  Leopold,  O.S.A.,  presided  at  the  or- 
gan and  the  children's  choir,  directed  by  a  Sister, 
sang  throughout  the  Mass.  In  the  evening  we  re- 
turned to  St.  Monica's  for  the  Solemn  Crowning  of 
a  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Before  Benediction 
the  children  were  enrolled  in  the  Scapular. 

Another  class  of  First  Communicants  was  taught 


at  St.  Casimir's,  the  National  Polish  Church  on  In- 
verness Street.  Sister  really  enjoyed  instructing  the 
wee  boys  and  girls.  On  Sunday,  May  2nd,  they  re- 
ceived their  First  Holy  Communion.  Reverend 
Francis  Kosakiewiez,  O.M.I.,  with  fatherly  care 
made  it  a  very  happy  day  for  the  little  ones.  The 
Parish  choir  sang  during  Mass  and  when  the  chil- 
dren were  being  enrolled  in  the  Scapular  the  photog- 
rapher surprised  us  with  a  flash!  Group  pictures 
were  taken  outdoors.  Those  snapshots  are  treasured 
souvenirs  of  the  children  whom  we  were  privileged 
to  prepare  for  the  first  coming  of  Our  Lord  into 
their  hearts. 

S.O.S.  Vancouver. 
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News  From  The  North  Country 


"Operation  Lumber" 

TIMBER-R!  Crash!  Buz-z!  Yes,  this  is  news  from 
Manning.  No,  we  have  not  a  new  industry.  Then 
why  the  introduction?  We  take  pleasure  in  announc- 
ing the  new  building  project  begun  by  the  Catholics 
of  the  Battle  River  Country. 

Early  in  January  of  this  year,  the  Battle  River 
Educational  Association  held  a  meeting  (in  Man- 
ning) at  which  it  was  decided  to  build  an  addition 
to  Rosary  School  within  the  next  two  years.  This 
work,  now  well  begun,  will  be  accomplished  with  a 
very  small  amount  of  money  and  this  because  of  the 
leadership  of  Father  Claude  de  Champlain,  parish 
priest  at  Manning.  Father's  great  executive  ability 
enables  him  to  plan  in  exact  detail  from  the  first 
load  of  cement  poured  in  the  basement  to  the  last 
nail  in  the  last  shingle  on  the  roof.  Rosary  School, 
when  completed,  will  stand  as  living  proof  of  the 
devotion  to  the  cause  of  Catholic  education  shown 
by  the  Catholics  of  the  North  and  their  pastor.  The 
world  will  see  a  school  in  operation.  God,  Who  reads 
all  hearts,  will  evaluate  the  prayer,  labor,  sacrifice 
and  suffering  expended  in  this  work.  The  Recording 
Angel,  we  hope,  is  mindful  of  the  countless  hours  of 
free  labor  given  by  the  men  and  boys  of  the  parish; 
of  the  unremitting  toil  and  boundless  devotion  of 
Father  de  Champlain,  whose  burden  is  so  heavy 
with  the  double  duty  of  school  and  parish  on  his 
shoulders. 

Having  secured  a  timber  permit  in  the  early 
winter,  logging  operations  in  the  bush  were  begun 
25  miles  north  of  Manning.  A  saw  mill  was  set  up 
and  one  day  we  Sisters  went  out  to  see  it.  It  was  a 
new  experience  and  a  fascinating  one,  to  watch  the 
huge  logs  roll  down  to  the  saw,  be  cut  and  then 
passed  through  an  affair  called  an  "edger".  After 
that  they  were  piled,  waiting  for  the  trucks. 

Every  day  for  several  weeks  the  logging  con- 
tinued, about  a  dozen  or  more  men  taking  turns  each 
day  at  the  Camp.  Besides  giving  their  time  they  also 
gave  the  use  of  their  trucks,  tractors  and  horses. 
Everyone  did  his  share;  even  the  children  in  school 
said  fervent  prayers  for  the  success  of  the  project. 

Great  excitement  prevailed  when  the  loads  of  lum- 
ber were  brought  to  Manning  and  piled  in  the  school 
yard.  By  the  eve  of  March  it  was  all  in  and  planing 
began  soon  after.  Many  of  the  older  schoolboys  gave 
a  hand  in  this  phase  of  the  work.  Before  the  planing 
was  quite  finished,  seeding  time  had  come,  so  the 
farmers  had  to  turn  from  lumbering  to  farming. 
When  seeding  is  over  they  will  return  to  finish  the 
job  and  during  the  summer  months  the  actual  work 
of  building  will  begin.  The  new  school,  when  fin- 
ished, will  enable  Rosary  to  provide  for  Grades  I 
to  XII,  thus  placing  Catholic  children  where  they 
belong — in  a  Catholic  school. 

YOU  ARE  NOT  VERY  HOLY 


Musical  Festival 

The  busiest  week  of  the  school  year  at  Rosary 
was  Passion  Week.  We  started  off  with  a  concert  on 
Monday  night.  The  program  consisted  of  the  num- 
bers we  were  preparing  in  all  the  classes  for  the 
Battle  River  Musical  and  Drama  Festival.  The  idea 
of  the  concert,  besides  making  a  bit  of  money  for 
June  class  picnics,  was  to  give  the  parents  of  the 
Rosary  pupils  the  opportunity  of  seeing  all  the  items 
in  which  their  children  appeared  at  the  Festival. 
This  is  an  impossible  feat  on  Festival  Day  since 
two  halls  are  used  simultaneously.  We  had  a  very 
good  crowd,  not  only  parents  and  relatives,  but  also 
teachers  and  students  from  the  Public  School.  They 
were  an  appreciative  audience;  even  the  mistakes, 
or  perhaps  I  should  say,  particularly  the  mistakes, 
drew  fond  applause. 

We  spent  the  intervening  days  brushing  up  these 
same  mistakes  because  we  did  not  expect  the  adju- 
dicators to  be  so  lenient  on  the  "Day",  set  for 
Friday,  April  9th.  We  were  favored  wtih  beautiful 
weather  that  day  and  the  Festival  was  a  great  suc- 
cess. The  choral  recitations  from  all  the  schools 
were  surprisingly  good.  The  High  School  tumbling 
acts  could  not  have  been  better.  The  various  chor- 
uses and  action  songs  were  certainly  better  than 
average.  The  largest  number  of  entries  were  in  the 
drama  and  dancing  classes.  Great  interest  was  shown 
in  all  the  plays  and  operettas  by  the  audience  as  well 
as  the  participants.  The  great  drawing  card  seems  to 
have  been  the  dancing.  There  were  folk  dances  and 
square  dances  for  all  ages  and  grades.  The  picture 
shows  12  little  dancers  (Rosary  Grades  I  and  II) 
in  a  French  folk  dance  called  "Sept-Pas",  which  drew 
high  praise  from  the  adjudicators.  One  good  thing 
was  that  every  single  child  in  the  class  knew  the 
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Ping-pong  Tournament 

dance,  so  when  a  little  girl  had  measles  a  week  be- 
fore and  a  boy  was  stricken  with  appendicitis  the 
night  before  the  Festival,  two  others  easily  filled  in. 

The  share  of  the  concert  proceeds  for  the  pri- 
mary room  was  $7.00.  Such  unheard  of  wealth!  The 
first  questions  were:  "Do  we  get  it  all?  Don't  the 
other  classes  get  anything?"  "What  are  we  going  to 
do  with  it?"  From  Leslie  came  the  prompt  reply: 
"Put  it  in  the  baby-box — maybe  we  can  buy  two 
pagan  babies."  I  suggested  something  for  a  picnic 
and  something  for  the  church  fund.  After  much 
discussion  it  was  decided  to  give  $3.00  to  the  New 
Church  Fund.  A  little  boy  and  a  Uttle  girl  were 
elected  to  make  the  presentation  to  Father,  which 
was  done  with  great  ceremony. 


a  Mother's  Afternoon,  mothers  only  being  invited.  At 
about  one  o'clock  visitors  were  greeted  by  two 
Grade  VII  pupils  and  directed  to  the  Grades  IX 
and  X  room.  Here  Miss  Kay  Quinn  welcomed  them 
and  proceeded  with  her  program  for  that  afternoon 
— a  physics  class.  This  gave  the  mothers  an  oppor- 
tunity to  see  a  little  of  the  school  day  of  their  chil- 
dren; this  was  the  theme  of  the  entire  Mother's  Day 
program.  From  this  classroom  the  guests  travelled 
to  the  Grades  I  and  II  room,  where  Sister  Hudon 
was  teaching  reading  and  singing.  They  then  went 
to  Mrs.  Evan's  class,  where  Grades  III  and  IV  were 
doing  Enterprise.  Here  was  multitudinous  evidence 
of  work  done  by  the  class.  It  appeared  that  every 
available  space  has  been  used  to  show  the  endeav- 
ors of  the  pupils.  The  mothers  seemed  to  enjoy  walk- 
ing around  looking  at  the  display. 

After  recess  the  mothers  went  into  Grades  V 
and  VI  room  to  see  a  play  on  "Safety".  Next  they 
went  to  Grades  VII  and  VIII  class  where  the  pupils 
were  studying  Community  Economics.  Here  a  short 
debate  was  given  by  the  girls.  Tea  was  then  served 
by  the  girls  of  Grades  IX  and  X. 

We  all  feel  that  the  mothers  enjoyed  their  af- 
ternoon and  we  look  forward  to  more  affairs  of  this 
kind  in  the  future. 

Field  Day 

Field  Day — what  a  whirl  of  activity  as  Rosary 
School  prepared  to  meet  other  schools — Notikewin, 
North  Star,  Sunny  VaUey,  Sylvia,  Deadwood  and 
Manning.  What  excitement  as  the  great  day  ap- 
proached. Our  school  showed  up  very  well  in  the 
competitions,  particularly  in  softball  and  relay  races. 

Recollection  Day 

All  this  was  on  Friday.  On  the  following  Sun- 
day came  the  day  of  prayer,  when  we  endeavored 
to  get  our  pupils  to  "come  apart  awhile".  May  23rd 

(continued  on  page  16) 


Thank  You,  Montreal! 

A  lovely  box  of  toys  and  games  arrived  from 
Montreal  for  the  use  of  Grades  I  and  II  on  rainy 
days.  The  most  wonderful  things  in  the  box  were 
two  very  elaborate  gun  belts.  Such  luxury  does  not 
come  our  way  every  year.  Laws  had  to  be  made.  All 
the  boys'  names  were  listed  and  they  take  turns, 
two  by  two,  wearing  the  belts  for  a  day.  If,  how- 
ever, there  is  a  bad  conduct  mark  against  a  boy 
when  his  turn  comes,  he  is  skipped  and  must  wait 
until  his  turn  comes  again.  It  really  is  wonderful 
the  influence  the  Montreal  Sisters  have  on  some 
little  boys  in  Manning!  Their  conduct  is  so  good  for 
a  day  or  two  before  their  turns  come  around.  Every 
morning  now  I  receive  this  unfailing  greeting:  "Good 
morning,  Sister.  Who  has  the  guns  today?" 

Mother's  Day  Program 

Here  at  Rosary,  as  all  over  Canada,  May  means 
Mother's  Day,  so  the  children  began  to  think  and 
plan.  It  was  decided  this  year  to  hold  at  the  school 

LET  YOUR  SPEECH  BE  BETTER  THAN  YOUR  SILENCE,  OR  BE  SILENT. 
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«  «  EDSON  EDITS  »  » 


First  Communion 

ON  First  Communion  Sunday  in  Edson  20  little 
ones  received  Jesus  for  the  first  time,  and  after 
Mass  there  was  a  First  Communion  Breakfast  in 
the  basement  of  the  Church.  This  year  each  child 
had  an  older  child  for  an  angel,  so  the  "angels" 
were  present  for  breakfast,  too.  Dr.  Kimmett  took 
a  moving  picture  of  the  breakfast  and  the  receiving 
of  certificates. 

May  Procession 

In  the  evening  there  was  a  beautiful  May  Pro- 
cession around  the  Church.  After  the  procession 
Janet  May  crowned  the  statue  of  Our  Lady.  A  love- 
ly shrine,  decorated  with  pink  and  white  snapdrag- 
ons and  carnations,  had  been  erected  inside  the  altar 
rail.  When  the  children  were  in  their  places  they 
recited  in  unison  the  Pope's  Prayer  to  Our  Lady 
for  Children. 

Home  Visiting  by  Our  Lady 

Another  memorable  event  took  place  after  the 
crowning.  Reverend  Father  Johnson,  C.Ss.R., 
preached  an  enlightening  sermon  to  the  parents  on 
their  duty  to  teach  their  children  the  principles  of 
the  Faith  in  the  home — by  word  and  example.  He 
also  explained  why  two  lovely  statues  of  Our  Lady 
of  Fatima  were  on  Our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help's 
Shrine.  During  the  coming  months  these  statues  will 
travel  from  home  to  home  in  the  parish.  They  will 
remain  in  each  home  for  a  week.  While  there  the 
home  will  be  blessed  and  the  family  dedicated  to  Our 
Lady.  Family  prayers  and  Rosary  are  to  be  said 
each  evening  by  the  members  of  the  family.  May 
Our  Blessed  Mother  receive  much  honor  in  and 
shower  many  blessings  on  our  parish! 

Sure  Protection! 

When  instructing  the  First  Communion  Class 
Sister  told  the  children  a  story  of  a  soldier  who, 
when  in  battle,  was  struck  by  a  bullet.  His  pen  and 
pencil  set  was  shattered,  but  the  bullet  had  been 
stopped  from  piercing  his  body  by  a  miraculous 
medal.  A  few  nights  later  Kenny  brought  his  three- 
year-old  brother  over  to  visit  Sister.  Billy,  to  Sister's 
horror,  was  playing  with  a  cigarette  lighter.  She  asked 
Kenny  if  he  wasn't  afraid  that  Billy  would  set  his 
clothes  on  fire.  "Oh,  no.  Sister,"  replied  Kenny,  con- 
fidently patting  his  brother  on  the  chest.  "He's  all 
right;  he  has  his  medals  on!" 

Pay  It  With  Prayers 

The  latest  project  in  Edson  is  one  to  beautify  our 
property  on  the  left  of  the  hospital.  Sister  Superior 


decided  to  have  planted  many  poplar,  pine  and 
spruce  trees  which  in  future  years  will  provide  a 
nice  shelter  both  for  Sisters  and  Convent  and  beau- 
tify the  grounds.  Mr.  Buck,  the  head  of  the  Forestry 
Department  in  our  district,  came  to  our  rescue.  Not 
only  was  good  advice  given,  but  he  took  it  on  as  a 
Forestry  Project.  About  fifty  httle  trees  have  been 
planted.  The  reward?  A  little  prayer  for  Mr.  Buck 
when  we  pass  the  grove  on  our  way  to  Church! 

A  Valiant  Mother 

"Goodbye  and  God  bless  you!"  There  they  go 
— Marie,  Dave  and  the  baby.  They  are  not  travelling 
in  a  1954  car,  but  in  a  Democrat  pulled  by  horses. 
No  married  couple  could  be  happier,  as  this  is  an 
eventful  homeward  trip  for  Marie.  But  perhaps  I 
had  better  start  at  the  beginning  instead  of  the  end 
of  the  story. 

Several  weeks  ago  on  a  Saturday  night  I  was 
aroused  from  sleep  to  take  an  X-ray.  When  I  arrived 
in  th?  hospital  Marie  was  having  a  very  large  scalp 
wound  sutured;  then  X-rays  had  to  be  taken.  She 
and  her  husband  had  been  admitted  to  hospital  fol- 
lowing a  car  accident.  What  struck  me  was  the 


Marie,  Dave  and  the  Baby  leaving  for  home 
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cheerfulness  of  Marie — not  a  sound  out  of  her  as 
she  was  moved  from  operating  room  table  to  a 
stretcher,  from  stretcher  to  X-ray  table.  The  X-rays 
showed  a  dislocated  shoulder  and  a  badly  fractured 
hip.  Dave  had  a  fractured  leg,  also.  Marie's  shoul- 
der fracture  was  reduced  and  she  was  put  back  to 
bed.  Added  to  all  this,  Marie  was  eight  months  preg- 
nant. When  she  discovered  the  extent  of  her  in- 
juries there  was  no  moaning  and  groaning  but,  "Sis- 
ter, isn't  it  wonderful  that  all  this  happened  to  me 
and  nothing  happened  to  the  baby?"  It  isn't  Marie's 
first  child,  it  is  her  eighth;  she  isn't  rich,  but  poor. 
Her  first  request  was  to  borrow  a  rosary,  which  she 
said  every  night.  Sunday  evening  Marie  was  sent 
into  the  city  hospital  to  have  her  hip  pinned  and  if 
necessary  a  Caesarian  operation.  Dave  remained 
with  us  one  week,  then  went  home  on  crutches. 

About  four  weeks  later  Marie  arrived  back  on 
crutches  and  gave  birth  to  a  beautiful  boy.  After 
ten  very  happy  days,  for  they  truly  were,  she  made 
her  Easter  Duty — "got  all  fixed  up"  as  she  ex- 
pressed it.  They  live  far  from  the  church.  Many  of 
the  town,  ladies  who  had  heard  of  her  brought  small 
gifts  and  visited  her.  Now  she  is  on  her  way  home, 
24  miles  distant,  and  so  excited  because  "you  know, 
Sister,  it  is  two  months  since  we  have  all  been  to- 
gether". 


BOOKS  WE  mmmm 

MARY,  GOD'S  MASTERPIECE.  Perpetual  Help 
Press,  389  East  150th  St.  New  York  55,  N.Y. 
Here  is  an  attractive  Uttle  volume  published  by 
the  Redemptorist  Fathers  at  the  above  address. 
It  is  a  64-page  tribute  to  Our  Lady  for  the 
Marian  Year  and  should  be  an  effective  in- 
strument for  making  Our  Mother  better  known 
and  loved.  Specially  worthy  of  note  are  the 
numerous  reproductions,  in  colour,  of  famous 
"Madonna"  pictures  of  great  artists.  A  charm- 
ing addition  to  any  library. 

PADRE  PRO,  MODERN  APOSTLE  AND 
MARTYR,  by  Fanchon  Royer.  McLelland  & 
Stewart,  Limited,  25  Hollinger  Road,  Toronto 
16,  Canada.  Price  $3.95.  As  portrayed  by  Fan- 
chon Royer,  an  American  editor,  film  producer, 
and  author,  the  character  of  this  contemporary 
apostle  and  martyr  unfold  dramatically  from 
his  boyhood  in  a  lively  upper-middle-class 
family  to  his  brief  manhood  of  incredible 
heorism  and  sacrifice. 

Born  in  1891  and  executed  in  1927,  Father 
Pro  was  one  of  the  earliest  combatants  of  Com- 
munism in  this  hemisphere,  and  a  pioneer 
priest  of  the  workers.  After  his  ordination 
in  Belgium  he  returned  to  Mexico  at  the 
height  of  the  anti-religious  drive.  With  the 
police  ever  on  his  trail,  he  carried  out  his  mis- 
sion of  spiritual  and  material  aid  to  the  very 
poorest  and  most  neglected  of  his  compatriots, 
even  risking  a  daily  visit  to  the  prisons,  dis- 
guised as  a  chauffeur  or  labourer.  His  priestly 
career  lasted  only  two  years,  but  every  day  of 
that  period,  up  to  his  arrest,  was  a  miracle 
of  survival,  as  this  biography  shows. 

FIRE  OF  HEAVEN.  The  Story  of  Lourdes  by  James 
T.  Feely.  Geo.  A.  Pflaum,  Publisher,  Inc.,  38 
West  Fifth  St.,  Dayton  2,  Ohio.  Single  copy  15 
cents,  orders  of  100  or  more  12  cts.  each.  The 
story  of  the  miraculous  happenings  at  the  cave 
of  Massabielle  at  Lourdes,  almost  a  hundred 
years  ago,  is  here  retold  in  terms  of  its  signi- 
ficance for  our  time.  In  "Fire  of  Heaven"  the 
author,  editor  of  the  "Young  Catholic  Mes- 
senger" gives  a  captivating  account  of  how 
the  French  peasant  girl,  Bemadette  Soubirous, 
was  "touched  by  the  fire  of  heaven".  It  is 
timely  reading  for  this  Marian  Year  in  which 
the  100th  anniversary  of  the  definition  of  the 
dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  will  be 
celebrated.  The  low  cost  of  this  charmingly 
illustrated  booklet  should  bring  the  fascinating 
story  of  Our  Lady  and  Bemade<te  to  many  who 
might  not  otherwise  know  it. 


(continued  on  page  14) 
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Saint  William  of  the  N.  D.  Prairies 


IT  IS  Easter  morning,  the  day  the  Lord  has  made. 
In  the  httle  mission  Church  the  reUgious  family 
gathers  for  the  triumphant  celebration  of  the  Church's 
greatest  feast,  Our  Lord's  Resurrection. 

The  majority  of  them  have  faithfully  followed 
in  His  sorrowful  journey  through  the  forty  days  of 
Lent.  The  well-attended  Friday  evening  Masses 
ending  with  the  stations  of  the  Cross  was  a  fitting 
tribute  to  their  love  and  devotion.  Our  Lent  was 
not  all  sunshine  and  there  was  much  sickness,  the 
inevitable  children's  measles  and  the  "flu"  which 
strikes  young  and  old  irrespectively  kept  some  at 
home  despite  their  good  will.  Two  S.O.S.  accompan- 
ied Father  on  these  Friday  evening  trips  to  St. 
William's  Parish,  N.D. 

The  Weekly  Ride 

We  speed  along  Highway  8 1  between  vast  stretch- 
es of  prairie  awaiting  the  spring  planting.  About  half 
way  a  stop  is  made  as  two  altar  boys  come  tearing 
across  a  precariously-placed  plank  over  a  water- 
filled  ditch.  "They  made  it!"  sounds  out,  as  a  general 
sigh  of  relief  circles  the  car.  Very  shortly  the  cross- 
crowned  steeple  of  Saint  William's  Church  stands 
out,  a  welcome  sign  to  be  heralded  by  the  time  worn 
phrase,  "I  wonder  if  we're  first."  Immediately  all 
eyes,  except  the  driver's,  strain  to  catch  the  glimpse 
of  a  car  or  cars.  "No!  There  are  the  Kellys,  the  Bur- 
leys,  the  Tandsaters,  Biwers,  Zimneys,  Bergmans, 
Androshaks,  and  the  Steflies — ad  infinitum. — the 
ninety-nine  good  sheep  who  stay  close  to  their 
shepherd.  These  rural  families  use  every  opportunity 
Divine  Providence  sends  and  so  their  Priests  make 
extra  sacrifices  to  serve  them  whenever  possible. 

After  the  friendly  greetings  of  young  and  old 
and  the  kindly  inquiry  into  the  doings  of  the  absent 
ones,  the  sick  ones,  and  the  soldier  boys,  we  all 
troop  into  the  Church.  Sitting  room  is  at  a  premium 
now  with  added  growth  in  the  parish;  newly-weds, 
young  couples,  and  growing  families.  It  is  good,  too, 
to  see  the  spiritual  growth  evidenced  in  the  frequent 
reception  of  the  sacraments. 

Little  Churches  make  for  family  spirit.  In  Saint 
William's  this  shows  so  well  in  their  generous  co- 
operation with  Priests  and  Sisters,  whether  it  be 
the  congregational  singing  of  the  Gregorian  High 
Mass,  the  Dialogue  Mass,  or  the  added  hustle  and 
bustle  of  cleaning  for  the  extra  big  days — Christmas, 
Easter,  First  Holy  Communion,  etc. 

Little  Minister 

Speaking  of  the  Dialogue  Mass  brings  to  mind 
our  leader — playfully  dubbed — "Our  little  Minister." 
Dale  is  a  teen-ager,  rather  of  a  retiring  nature  but 
rising  graciously  and  whole-heartedly  to  the  require- 


ments of  leadership  in  the  Dialogue  Mass.  He  stands 
in  cassock  and  surplice  in  the  sanctuary  and  for  the 
first  few  times  kept  his  eye  alternately  on  the  Sister- 
prompter  and  the  Father-celebrant.  Between  the 
two  he  missed  various  cues,  however,  the  main 
stumbling  blocks  are  overcome.  Soon  "our  little 
minister"  will  be  an  old  hand  at  the  game. 

The  congregational  singing  of  the  High  Mass  is 
another  accomplishment  of  which  Saint  William's 
is  legitimately  proud.  It  took  a  lot  of  prodding  of 
elbows,  particularly  of  the  men-folk — who  attempted 
to  hide  embarrassment  by  the  outworn  phrase,  "But, 
Sister,  I  can't  sing" — no  such  word,  the  answering 
look  conveys.  The  whispered,  "Try",  has  finally 
paid  dividends  in  a  booming  if  not  always  perfectly 
melodic  rendition  of  the  Chanted  Mass.  I  am  sure 
Pius  X  has  sent  his  paternal  blessing  Saint  William's 
way. 

Those  Cherubic  Altar  Boys! 

"Knights  of  the  Altar"  number  eleven  at  Saint 
William's  ranging  from  eight  to  thirteen  years. 
There's  Jerry — eager,  anxious,  yet  too  short  to 
"fix"  the  vestments  neatly  for  Father.  Fortunately 
the  latter  is  patiently  fond  of  boys  and  not  having 
passed  that  stage  too  long  ago  understands  their  holy 
rivalry  to  be  there  first  and  do  all  before  another 
steps  in.  Sister,  meantime,  with  a  sigh,  and  in  a  kind 
of  devout  despair  says,  "Now  look,  Jerry,  let's  do 
it  again,  after  all  it  is  in  the  Lord's  service  and 
it  must  be  perfect,  don't  you  think?"  The  response 
is  100%  agreement,  though  the  angels  and  Sister 
know  well  there  will  be  a  repeat  performance. 


The  Altar  Cherubs 
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And  Larry  willingly  practicing  "The  Christus" 
in  spare  moments  to  be  ready  for  his  part  in  the 
Palm  Sunday  reading  of  the  Passion  only  to  end 
with  the  ignominious  measles! 

Then — Gene,  the  ever-faithful  stand-by,  sharing 
the  honors  of  senior  altar  boy  with  Larry,  patiently 
initiating  the  stumbling,  all-thumbs  beginners.  And 
pictured  in  our  minds  are  these  same  beginners 
clutching  candlesticks  in  a  death-hke  grip  as  they 
move  sedately  from  station  to  station.  One  and  all 
glorying  in  the  honor  of  being  God's  servers  in  the 
person  of  His  Priests. 

These  and  all  the  added  assurances  of  the  loyally 
Catholic  faith  of  the  Parishioners  of  Saint  William's 
makes  the  often  arduous  tasks  seem  little  indeed 
and  confirms  Christ's  words  to  His  apostles,  "He 
who  has  left  father  and  mother  ...  for  My  sake 
shall  receive  a  hundredfold." 

MTIfliilL  EICHARISTIC 
COERESS  OF  ORIEmL  RITES 

At  Philadelphia  on  October  22,  23,  24,  1954,  a 
National  Eucharistic  Marian  Congress  of  Oriental 
Rites  will  be  sponsored  by  the  Ukrainian  CathoUc 
Exarchate  of  the  Byzantine  Rite  under  the  guidance 
of  Their  Excellencies  Most  Reverend  Constantine 
Bohachevsky,  D.D.,  Exarch  of  the  Ukranian  Catho- 
lic Diocese  of  the  United  States  of  America,  and 
Most  Reverend  Ambrose  Senyshyn,  OSBM,  Auxili- 
ary Bishop  and  Vicar  General  of  the  Exarchate. 

The  coming  Congress  is  unique  in  that  the  par- 
ticipants will  be  the  faithful  of  the  Oriental  Rites 
who  are  citizens  of  the  United  States,  including 
Armenians,  Chaldeans,  Maronites,  and  Byzantines 
— the  latter  including  such  nationalities  as  Mel- 
chites,  Russians,  Rumanians,  Ruthenians  and  Ukra- 
nians — as  well  as  the  Latin  Rite  faithful. 

The  program  of  the  Congress  includes  Pontifical 
Divine  Liturgies,  Divine  Liturgies  of  all  Rites, 
Children's  Divine  Liturgy;  Sermons  by  Cardinals,  by 
the  Apostolic  Delegate  to  the  United  States,  Most 
Rev.  Amleto  G.  Cicognani,  D.D.,  Archbishops, 
and  Bishops;  Devotions,  Sacred  Concerts,  Proces- 
sions, Exhibits;  reception  of  the  Sacraments. 

The  places  where  the  Congress  will  take  place 
are:  (1)  Convention  Hall;  (2)  SS.  Peter  and  Paul 
Cathedral  (Latin  Rite);  and  (3)  Immaculate  Con- 
ception Cathedral  (Byzantine  Slavonic  Rite),  in 
Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania. 

Honorary  Host  to  the  Congress  is  His  Excellency 
Most  Reverend  John  F.  O'Hara,  C.S.C.,  Arch- 
bishop of  Philadelphia.  The  Host  is  Bishop  Boha- 
chevsky; the  Chairman  is  Bishop  Senyshyn. 


A  Message  We  Cherish 

We  recently  received  a  letter  from  a  seminarian 
who  has  been  in  charge  of  one  of  the  S.O.S.  Stamp 
Clubs.  To  our  great  surprise  and  joy  he  happens  to 
be  an  old  pupil  of  our  Religious  Correspondence 
School  in  Regina.  He  writes: 

"This  is  the  last  of  our  collections  for  the  Sisters 
of  Service  for  this  school  year.  The  Philosophers 
have  returned  to  their  home  and  the  Theologians 
will  soon  follow.  I  am  returning  to  the  West  for  my 
ordination  to  the  priesthood,  so  I  request  your  pray- 
ers that  I  may  be  a  good  priest.  It  has  been  a  pleasure 
taking  up  this  collection  each  month  for  the  Sisters, 
as  yours  is  a  noble  task.  I  know,  because  I  was  the 
recipient  of  your  catechetical  instructions  about  15 
years  ago  on  a  farm  in  Saskatchewan.  May  God  con- 
tinue to  bless  your  work." 

BOOKS  WE  RECOMMEND 

(continued  from  page  12) 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  MASS,  by  James  C.  G. 
Conniff,  author  of  the  multi-miUion  copy  best 
seller  "The  Bishop  Sheen  Story".  Written  in 
consultation  with  Father  Paul  Bussard,  editor 
of  the  Leaflet  Missal  and  Catholic  Digest.  The 
"Story  of  the  Mass"  gives  in  simple  language 
the  meaning  behind  every  gesture  at  every  stage 
of  the  Holy  Sacrifice.  Using  extensively  a  dis- 
play type  like  the  old  monastic  scripts,  the 
book's  dignified  design  is  further  enhanced  by 
fine  Ektachrome  photos  in  full  colour.  In  these 
pages  the  reader  wiU  find  explained  in  simple 
language  the  central  and  highest  act  of  human 
worship,  and  it  should  prove  invaluable  in  ex- 
plaining the  Mass  to  non-Catholics.  Two  edi- 
tions are  being  published  simultaneously;  one 
in  durable  cloth  binding  at  $2.30,  the  other  in 
paper  at  50  cts.  Both  editions  may  be  obtained 
from  Dauntless  Books,  Inc.  550  5th  Ave.  N.Y. 
and  from  A.  A.  Wyn,  23  West  47th  St.  N.Y. 

CATHOLIC  SHRINES  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES 
AND  CANADA.  By  Reverend  Francis  Beau- 
chesne  Thornton.  Wilfred  Funk,  Inc.  153  East 
24th  St.  New  York  10,  N.Y.  Price  $4.75.  A 
vote  of  thanks  is  due  Father  Thornton  for  this 
interesting  collection  of  information  and  pic- 
tures concerning  the  many  shrines  to  be  found 
on  the  North  American  continent.  With  this 
informative  book  in  hand,  how  easy  to  under- 
take a  spiritual  odyssey  across  the  continent, 
meditating  at  will  on  the  many  centres  of  de- 
votion in  honour  of  Our  Lord,  Our  Lady  and 
various  saints.  Most  in  evidence  are  the  shrines 
of  Mary,  and  since  Our  Holy  Father  has  pro- 
claimed 1954  a  Marian  Year,  this  book  is  of 
particular  timeliness  and  importance.  It  contains 
the  stories  of  119  places  of  popular  pilgrimage, 
capturing  for  the  reader  thevindividual  charm 
and  beauty  of  each  shrine  and  the  spirit  of  faith 
in  which  it  was  founded. 
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PUPPETS  ON  CHRISTIAN  ISLAND 


LAST  YEAR  the  boys  and  girls  saw  puppets  in 
"Women's  Day"  magazine.  They  wanted  to 
make  puppets  during  the  manual  training  periods 
but  we  had  to  give  up  the  idea  because  we  did  not 
have  the  pine,  the  screw  eyes  or  the  means  of  carv- 
ing out  heads  or  hands.  However,  I  did  promise 
them  to  see  if  I  could  make  a  stringed  puppet  at 
summer  school.  At  the  first  "get-together"  at  the 
summer  school,  one  of  the  teachers  did  a  number 
on  the  program  with  such  a  puppet.  Through  this 
teacher,  I  met  the  group  at  the  Ottawa  Centre  and 
made  my  first  puppet,  "Peter  Sokes". 

Upon  our  return  to  Christian  Island  we  intro- 
duced "Peter"  to  the  boys  and  girls.  The  children 
were  captivated  with  him  and  the  boys  wanted  to 
start  making  puppets  at  once.  We  had  a  box  of 
screw  eyes,  some  leather,  some  tacks,  but  no  dowel- 
ling.  We  tried  old  blind  rollers  but  this  proved  too 
soft  and  too  light.  The  boys  suggested  using  pine 
slabs  from  the  mill  yard.  The  slabs  were  l'/2"xl'/2" 
x4'.  The  boys  planed  the  four  edges  and  rounded 
them  with  horse  rasps  and  sand  paper.  What  they 
produced  was  a  bit  rougher  than  the  commercial 
dowelling  but  it  did  very  well.  In  doing  this,  the 
boys  had  to  take  turns  using  our  one  vise,  one  plane 
and  one  %"  chisel. 

Our  first  puppet  did  not  walk  very  well.  Being 
rather  remote  from  experienced  puppet-makers,  it 


Puppets  in  "Bernadette  of  Lourdes" 
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took  a  while  to  figure  out  why  the  legs  did  not  work. 
The  grooves  for  the  tongues  were  too  large,  so  to  get 
around  this  difficulty  we  added  a  layer  of  leather 
to  the  tongue  until  it  fitted  smoothly  into  the  groove. 
The  first  shoes  we  made  were  also  troublesome,  be- 
ing too  heavy,  but  experience  is  a  great  teacher, 
even  if  a  bit  wasteful. 

The  next  operation  was  to  make  a  stage.  We  had 
a  bench  the  right  height  so  we  drew  plans  until  we 
thought  we  had  what  we  wanted.  We  had  some 
culled  two-by-fours  and  a  couple  of  boards.  The 
class,  ten  boys  from  Grades  II  to  VII  and  ages 
eight  to  thirteen,  began  work.  Sandpapering  and 
all  smoothing  jobs  fell  to  the  younger  ones,  while 
the  older  ones  sawed  and  measured.  It  was  thought 
that  bolts  would  keep  the  uprights  from  spreading 
so  one  boy  brought  bolts.  We  had  no  bits  the  size 
of  the  bolts  but  that  was  easily  remedied.  A  four- 
inch  spike  the  size  of  the  required  hole  was  flattened 
at  the  point  and  sharpened.  The  head  was  pounded 
square  to  fit  the  brace  and  behold,  the  uprights  and 
arm  rests  are  firmly  bolted!  The  little  platform  fitted 
over  the  front  and  it  now  awaited  the  scenery  and 
curtains. 

The  scenery  was  no  trouble  at  all.  Two  sheets 
of  brown  kraft  paper  were  joined  by  a  strip  of 
brown  sticky  paper  and  thumb-tacked  to  the  stage. 
On  it  we  sketched  an  outdoor  scene — a  lake  and 
wooded  hills  in  the  background  and  two  big  trees 
and  bushes  in  the  foreground.  This  did  for  Indian 
scenes  when  a  tepee  was  tacked  on  and  for  other 
variety  numbers  as  well.  Two  other  sceneries  made 
were  a  Bethlehem-crib  scene  for  the  "Three  Kings" 
and  another  for  a  play,  "Bernadette  of  Lourdes". 
This  scene  showed  the  town  of  Lourdes  in  the 
background  and  the  Grotto  and  river  in  the  fore- 
ground. All  scenes  were  painted  in  with  tempera 
paint  and  crayons. 

Here  are  programs  held  to  date:  Our  first  was 
simply  an  introduction  of  the  puppets  at  a  Hallowe'en 
party  in  the  school.  A  variety  program  of  nine  num- 
bers was  presented  in  the  Council  Hall  for  the  child- 
ren in  November.  On  January  6th,  the  program 
convener  invited  the  children  to  entertain  on  the 
evening  of  the  6th  for  the  adults.  To  the  variety 
numbers  formerly  presented  we  added  the  "Three 
Kings".  Three  puppets  were  clothed  in  Kingly  robes 
(after  the  variety  numbers)  and  acted  out  the  parts  in 
two  scenes  as  the  school  choir  sang  "We  Three 
Kings  of  Orient  Are".  On  February  18th  we  cele- 
brated "St.  Bernadette  of  Lourdes"  by  a  play  of 
that  name,  which  we  wrote  to  suit  our  situation.  We 
dressed  four  of  our  puppets  (we  now  have  eight)  as 
the  characters  needed  in  the  play.  The  children 
were  delighted  to  see  that  the  puppets  could  be  used 
again  in  a  different  way.  This  time  the  children 
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Puppet  Family,   Christian  Island 


spoke  the  parts,  while  others  operated  the  puppets. 
This  was  their  first  attempt  at  speaking  and  is  a 
big  step  forward  in  overcoming  their  reluctance  to 
speak  before  an  audience. 

Now  a  brief  note  on  the  puppet  family.  There 
are  eight,  counting  the  skeleton.  Each  is  different 
and  a  character  of  its  own.  It  just  happened  that 
way.  There  is  "Peter",  a  clown,  in  a  white  satin 
suit  with  red  ruffs  and  an  infectious  grin  on  his 
funny  face.  "Graciella"  was  cast  in  the  same  mold 
but  does  not  have  the  grin.  She  looks  silly,  but  has 
an  earnest  expression  that  makes  you  laugh.  She 
wears  a  wine  satin  dress,  wine  shoes  and  a  white 
bow  on  her  head.  "Jock"  is  bald,  wears  a  bow-tie 
and  black  trousers.  He  is  manager  and  looks  wise. 
"Ernie"  is  a  clown,  and  took  the  part  of  a  girl  in 
the  last  play.  "Richard  the  Cowboy"  is  a  small  puppet 
dressed  in  a  cowboy  suit  and  strums  a  small  plastic 
guitar.  We  now  come  to  our  two  Indian  puppets. 
The  first  one  was  "Kawliga",  made  by  Bruce  King. 
The  children  worked  several  days  modelling  the 
plasticine  head  till  it  suited  Bruce's  ideal  of  an  In- 
dian. He  bought  a  record  by  that  name  and  with  a 
couple  of  other  children  he  worked  out  a  little  scene 
very  nicely.  "Kawliga"  sat  by  his  wigwam,  beating 
a  drum  (tamborine)  in  time  to  the  music.  "Snow- 
flake"  stepped  in,  tried  to  attract  him,  sat  beside 
him,  and  then  left  him  for  "Jock".  "Snowflake",  in 
a  deerskin  dress  and  trousers,  with  white  fur-trimmed 
moccasins,  is  very  beautiful.  She  was  made  by 
Ambrose,  but  we  all  joined  in  to  get  her  ready  in 
time  for  a  show,  the  girls  helping  to  make  the 
clothes. 

Bruce's  "Kawliga"  is  really  an  arresting  figure. 
His  deerskin  suit  is  trimmed  with  red  and  green 
fringe  and  his  moccasins  are  beaded.  His  stoic  ex- 
pression is  made  very  impressive  by  the  coal-black 
eyes  that  seem  to  see  everything.  Bruce  just  loves  his 
puppet  and  plans  to  take  him  along  when  he  goes 
to  high  school  next  year.  He  is  now  working  on  a 
new  one  with  a  neck-joint  which  he  says  is  to  be  a 
sailor.  He  has  not  disclosed  his  plans  or  the  name, 
but  we  know  it  will  be  equal  to  his  efforts  in  pro- 
ducing "Kawliga". 

THE  SUREST  WAY  TO  INVITE 


NEWS  FROM  THE  NORTH  COUNTRY 
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being  the  day  the  Holy  Father  had  set  aside  as  Child- 
ren's Day,  we  tried  to  follow  the  directions  of  our 
Bishop  in  this  matter.  As  there  is  no  church  in  Man- 
ning, it  was  decided  to  have  Exposition  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  in  the  Sisters'  Chapel.  The  children  put 
their  names  on  a  list  for  adoration  during  the  day 
and  attended  most  faithfully,  some  coming  as  far  as 
fifteen  miles.  There  was  continuous  recitation  of  the 
Rosary  all  afternoon  and  until  Benediction  at  7:30 
p.m.  We  felt  that  Our  Lord  must  surely  be  as  thrilled 
as  we  were  to  hear  little  girls  and  boys  in  Grades 
III  and  IV  leading  the  Rosary. 

Our  Prayer 

These,  O  Mother  Mary,  are  a  few  of  our  feeble 
efforts  in  your  school  during  the  past  half  term.  To 
us  they  appear  poor,  humble  and  wanting  in  many 
things.  We  lay  them  at  your  feet,  O  great  and  holy 
Mother  of  God,  beseeching  you  to  offer  them  to 
your  Son.  Touched  by  your  holy  hands,  they  will 
surely  please  Him.  Ask  Him  to  give  us  what  we 
want  most — that  His  little  ones  in  their  dealings 
with  us  may  look  up  and  see  "only  Jesus". 

S.O.S.  Manning. 

THE  ONE  NEGLECTED  SUBJECT 

We  teach  the  children  Danish, 
Trigonometry  and  Spanish; 
Fill  their  heads  with  old-time  notions, 
And  the  secrets  of  the  oceans. 
And  the  hieroglyph  inscriptions 
From  the  land  of  the  Egyptians; 
They  learn  the  date  of  every  battle, 
Know  the  habits  of  the  cattle. 
Know  the  date  of  every  crowning. 
Read  the  poetry  of  Browning; 
We  make  them  show  a  preference 
For  each  musty  branch  of  science. 
Tell  the  acreage  of  Sweden, 
And  the  serpent's  wiles  In  Eden; 
And  the  other  things  we  teach  them. 
Make  a  mountain  so  immense. 
That  we  have  not  a  moment  left 
To  teach  them  COMMON  SENSE! 

—Anon. 


IS  TO  BE  SUCCESSFUL, 
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ANOTHER  S.O.S.  SILVER  JUBILEE 

(continued  from  page  6) 

Second  World  War  Immigration 

After  the  Second  World  War,  immigration 
again  came  to  the  fore,  but  with  this  difference.  Most 
of  the  girls  coming  to  this  country  were  "Displaced 
Persons"  under  Government  Contract,  and  the  Sis- 
ters did  not  have  to  assist  them  in  obtaining  em- 
ployment. But  to  them  the  house  was  open  on 
Thursdays,  Sundays,  and  whenever  they  were  free 
to  visit.  The  years  prior  to  1951  saw  many  a  group 
of  20  to  30  of  these  girls  arrive  Thursday  afternoon. 


S.O.S.  Residential  Club,  Edmonton 
Scene  of  Silver  Jubilee  Celebrations 


remaining  for  dinner,  and  spending  the  evening 
singing  or  dancing  with  their  friends  from  home.  As 
these  New  Canadians  terminated  their  contracts, 
they  turned  to  the  Sisters  to  help  get  established  in 
work  they  liked  to  do.  During  the  past  few  years, 
because  of  the  change  in  immigration  policy  from 
individuals  to  families,  the  Sisters  have  not  had  as 
many  New  Canadian  girls  in  residence.  However, 
they  have  given  assistance  to  many  families  by  help- 
ing them  find  homes  and  become  established. 
Many  articles  of  used  clothing  and  hampers  of  food 
were  given  to  these  families  as  well.  These  gifts 
were  made  possible  largely  from  the  showers  of  food, 
linen  and  clothing  received  from  the  various  subdi- 
visions of  the  Catholic  Women's  League. 


The  Club  1954 

Though  25  years  of  spiritual,  educational  and 
recreational  activities  have  receded  into  history,  the 
spirit  of  the  Club  is  the  same.  There  is  the  same 
universality  of  nationalities — the  same  spirit  of 
generosity  as  an  old  member  of  six  or  eight  months 
helps  a  newcomer  become  acquainted  with  the  home 
and  city.  Exteriorly  the  Club  hasn't  changed  much. 
Interiorly,  the  house  has  been  entirely  renovated 
with  every  available  space  in  use.  The  original  12- 
bed  accommodation  has  increased  to  27.  The  press- 
ing need  is  larger  quarters. 

Present  Activities 

The  Chaplain,  Father  J.  Holland,  offers  daily 
Mass  in  the  beautiful  chapel.  The  girls  are  encour- 
aged to  attend.  During  Lent  nearly  everyone  in  the 
house  was  present  at  Mass  and  received  Holy  Com- 
munion. Several  past  members  of  the  Club  living  in 
the  vicinity  also  came  in  to  Mass. 

Each  year  a  weekly  Discussion  Club  is  held  for 
the  girls  in  residence,  at  which  they  read  and  discuss 
some  particular  phase  of  Catholic  doctrine.  The  Ros- 
ary is  said  in  common  each  evening  after  dinner 
with  the  girls  leading  it  themselves. 

Weekly  classes  in  leather-carving  and  tooling 
are  most  popular,  and  many  lovely  wallets,  purses, 
keycases  were  made  by  the  members  of  the  "Hobby 
Club".  Some  of  the  students  have  become  so  profi- 
cient that  they  have  made  beautiful  handbags,  which 
they  have  either  carried  themselves  or  sold  to  help 
with  their  expenses. 

The  Sisters  spend  many  hours  each  week  in- 
structing converts  and  children  attending  public 
schools.  Married  women  come  for  instruction  dur- 
ing the  day,  to  leave  late  afternoon  and  evening  for 
women  and  girls  who  are  employed. 

Gratitude  to  God 

To  light  the  lamp  of  memory  is  a  pleasant  task 
on  an  anniversary  of  this  kind.  Its  burning  flame  will 
not  allow  us  to  forget  the  humble  beginnings  of  this 
work,  the  many  hidden  sacrifices  of  the  Sisters  and 
of  their  benefactors,  who  by  their  prayers  and  gen- 
erous donations  enable  them  to  see  their  dreams 
come  true.  But  above  all,  the  hearts  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  at  the  Residential  Club  rise  to  God  in  a 
prayer  of  thanksgiving. 
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EDirORIAL 


THEY  HAVE  COME...  THEY  HAVE  GONE... 


FOR  THE  FOURTH  TIME  in  their  brief  history 
the  Sisters  of  Service  gathered  together  in  To- 
ronto to  hold  their  General  Chapter.  July  7th  was 
the  appointed  day.  Like  the  swallows  of  Capistrano 
they  came  back  to  the  Mother  House  which  they  all 
knew  so  well.  They  came  from  the  North,  from  the 
South,  from  the  East,  from  the  West.  It  was  an  in- 
spiring sight  to  see  all  the  Superiors  of  the  Institute 
and  the  elected  delegates — thirty-one  in  all — ani- 
mated with  the  sublime  purpose  of  examining  the 
life  of  the  Institute  in  the  light  of  their  Rule,  of 
preserving  the  missionary  spirit  of  the  Institute  and 
adapting  to  the  changes  that  time  brings.  This  is 
the  two-fold  purpose  of  a  General  Chapter. 

This  gathering  affords  occasion  to  all  for  an  ex- 
change of  ideas  and  examination  of  techniques  in 
the  various  fields  of  action.  These  exchanges  expand 
the  mind,  open  new  windows  on  the  field  of  the 
apostolate  and  create  new  opportunities  for  for- 
warding the  Kingdom  of  God  on  earth.  This  com- 
paring of  notes  was  often  accompanied  with  good 
humour.  There  are  so  many  amusing  little  anecdotes 
gathered  by  Sisters  in  their  travels!  Particularly  our 
Western  Sisters  brought  with  them  some  of  that 
freshness  which  blows  across  the  wide  open  spaces 
beyond  our  Great  Lakes. 

During  the  Chapter  the  bonds  of  charity  that 
unite  the  Sisters  together  were  strengthened;  the 
feeling  of  solidarity  was  in  evidence.  This  is  essential 
to  an  Institute  whose  small  missions  are  scattered 
across  our  broad  Dominion.  This  spirit  has  knitted 
them  together.  With  one  heart,  one  soul,  the  Sisters 
are  working  out  that  great  ideal  the  Divine  Master 
has  left  us:  "I  Have  Come  to  Serve".  Like  sea- 
soned soldiers  they  rehearsed  the  battles  of  yesterday 


and  prepared  the  conquests  of  tomorrow.  In  the 
light  of  religious  principles  and  of  experience  gath- 
ered in  the  mission  field,  they  strengthened  their  line 
of  battle.  To  push  forward  the  line  of  combat  is  the 
greatest  ambition  of  one  dedicated  to  the  mission 
field  of  the  Church. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  have  helped  to  extend  that 
line  of  battle.  When  our  thoughts  carry  us  back 
thirty  years  and  we  look  at  the  Sisters'  Institute  to- 
day we  cannot  help  thanking  God  for  His  infinite 
kindness.  The  mustard  seed  of  yesterday  has  grown 
into  a  tree  whose  branches  extend  their  protective 
shade  from  Newfoundland  to  Vancouver  and  from 
Fargo,  N.D.,  to  our  Far  North. 

Te  Deum  Laudamus! 

The  Mother  House  is  now  like  a  deserted  island. 
The  swallows  have  left  and  have  winged  their  way 
to  their  respective  missions,  fired  with  a  renewed 
zeal  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned  souls. 
The  memories  of  the  Chapter  still  cling  to  the  walls. 
One  seems  at  times  to  hear  the  voices  of  those  "who 
have  come  and  are  gone".  In  another  six  years  the 
swallows  will  be  back  again.  In  the  meantime  the 
fledglings  of  today  will  be  the  leaders  of  tomorrow. 
Time  will  have  strengthened  their  wings,  and  they 
will  show  the  way  to  new  fields  where  people  are 
awaiting  the  belated  harvesters.  God  bless  them  all 
and  keep  them  in  His  Love! 


NOBODY  OBJECTS  TO  A  PERSON  TELLING  ALL  HE  KNOWS,  PROVIDED  HE  STOPS  THERE. 
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OUR  FOURTH  GENERAL  CHAPTER 

Sister  Mary  Quinn  Re-elected  Sister  General 


SINCE  EARLY  JUNE  the  remote  preparation  for 
this  important  event  was  discernible  at  the  Mother 
House.  Repairing,  painting,  scrubbing,  poUshing, 
renewing  of  equipment  went  on  apace — all  more  or 
less  with  the  intention,  uttered  or  unexpressed,  "for 
the  Chapter". 

With  the  beginning  of  July  began  the  immediate 
preparation,  involving  sleeping  accommodation  and 
dining  room  space  for  the  thirty-one  delegates  ex- 
pected. On  July  7th  everything  was  in  readiness  for 
the  capitular  invasion.  On  that  day  they  arrived 
from  the  West,  from  the  East,  from  the  Far  North, 
from  below  the  Border — representatives  of  S.O.S. 
missions  throughout  the  Dominion.  The  house  re- 
sounded with  the  gaiety  of  happy  laughter  as  Sisters 
greeted  each  other  after  years  of  separation.  It  was 
a  glad  homecoming  and  one  Sister  aptly  remarked: 
"This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made;  let  us  rejoice 
and  be  glad". 

Sunday,  July  1 1th,  was  the  day  appointed  for  the 
General  Elections.  For  three  months  preceding  this 
date  the  "Veni,  Sancte  Spiritus"  had  been  said  every 
night  on  each  mission  for  the  accomplishment  of  the 
Divine  Will  in  the  elections.  At  ten  o'clock  that 
morning  the  delegates  assembled  in  the  chapel  and 
sang  the  "Veni  Creator".  They  then  proceeded  to  the 
Chapter  Room  for  the  elections,  Reverend  John 
Lockwood,  C.Ss.R.,  presiding  as  the  delegate  of  His 
Eminence  the  Cardinal. 

The  voting  resulted  in  the  re-election  of  Sister 
Mary  Quinn  as  Sister  General,  with  Sister  Florence 
MacNeil  as  First  Coucillor;  Sister  Agnes  Dwyer, 
Second  Councillor;  Sister  Veronica  Gillis,  Third 
Councillor,  and  Sister  Mary  O'Kane,  Fourth  Coun- 
cillor. 

We  extend  sincere  congratulations  to  these  Sis- 
ters in  whose  hands  will  rest  the  government  of  our 
Institute  for  the  next  six  years.  We  are  confident 
that  all  our  Sisters,  from  Newfoundland  to  Vancou- 
ver, join  with  us  in  pledging  loyal  co-operation  to 
Sister  General  and  her  Council  and  promising  special 
prayers  for  the  guidance  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in  their 
onerous  task  of  governing  the  Community. 

The  serious  days  of  Chapter  discussion  which 
followed  the  elections  were  lightened  by  a  general 
Retreat  for  Chapter  members  on  Sunday,  July  18th 
and  by  a  picnic-pilgrimage  to  Marylake  on  July  28th. 

On  Retreat  Day  there  was  Exposition  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  from  after  Mass  until  4:15  p.m., 
when  Father  Daly  gave  Benediction,  followed  by  a 
special  conference  to  members  of  the  Chapter.  This 
day  of  silence  and  recollection  in  the  Master's  Pres- 


Requiem  aeternum 


ence  was  appreciated  and  enjoyed  by  all  concerned; 
it  was  a  welcome  opportunity  to  bring  to  the  Fount 
of  all  Wisdom  the  many  problems  and  important 
decisions  occupying  the  minds  of  the  delegates. 

The  trip  to  Marylake  was  made  by  bus.  At  one 
o'clock  on  the  afternoon  appointed  a  group  of  happy 
Sisters  set  out  on  the  eagerly-expected  journey  to 
Our  Lady  of  Grace  Shrine,  which  is  in  charge  of  the 
Augustinian  Fathers  at  Marylake.  At  Mount  Hope 
Cemetery  the  bus  halted  and  the  Sisters  made  their 
way  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  plot  to  pray  beside  the 
graves  of  those  S.O.S.  who  "have  served"  and  now 
rest  in  peace.  Then  on  to  Marylake!  As  the  bus 


S.O.S.  at  Shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Grace 


IT  IS  BETTER  TO  HAVE  PEOPLE  WONDER  WHY  YOU  DID  NOT  SPEAK  THAN  TO  WONDER  WHY  YOU  DID 
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drove  into  the  beautiful  grounds  someone  started 
the  "Salve  Regina"  and  the  strains  of  this  devotional 
anthem  to  Our  Lady  made  a  fitting  prelude  to  the 
visit  to  Her  Shrine. 

On  arrival,  the  Sisters  were  met  by  some  of  the 
Fathers  and  after  a  visit  to  St.  Rita's  Chapel  they 
were  escorted  around  the  spacious  grounds — a  most 
interesting  tour,  including  a  visit  to  the  Retreat 
House.  Many  of  the  Sisters  were  delighted  to  renew 
acquaintance  with  Father  Pape,  who  preached  two 
Retreats  for  us  a  few  years  ago. 

At  4:30  one  of  the  Fathers  gave  Benediction  at 
the  Shrine,  followed  by  an  inspiring  little  talk  on 
Our  Lady.  Then  all  aboard  the  bus  for  Home!  The 
drive  in  the  cool  of  evening  was  exceedingly  pleas- 
ant and  everyone  was  grateful  for  an  outing  so  pro- 
fitable to  both  soul  and  body. 


MIDSUMIHER  RETREilT 

On  August  6th,  thirty-nine  Sisters  gathered  in  our 
Novitiate  chapel  for  the  opening  conference  of  an 
eight-day  Retreat  preached  by  Reverend  D.  O'Don- 
nell,  C.Ss.R.  A  number  of  Sisters  who  attended  the 
Chapter  from  our  Western  missions,  remained  over 
for  this  Retreat. 

Profession 

August  15th,  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assumption, 
was  Profession  Day  for  Sister  Kathleen  Allen  (North 
Bay,  Ont.)  and  Sister  Rita  Patenaude  (Toronto, 
Ont.).  The  Feast  Day  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Rev. 
J.  Gallagher,  C.Ss.R. 


Pair  of  New  Novices:  Sister  O'Heron,  Sister  Haider 


Newly  professed:  Sister  Patenaude  and  Sister  Allen 


Reception  of  Habit 

On  the  eve  of  the  Feast  the  habit  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  was  received  from  the  hands  of  Father 
Daly  by  Miss  Mary  O'Heron  (Simcoe,  Ont.)  and  Miss 
Mary  Haider  (Cherhill,  Alta.). 

Renewals 

On  the  same  lovely  Feast,  renewal  of  vows  was 
made  on  the  missions  by  Sister  McPhee,  Sister  Re- 
naud  and  Sister  Hayes. 

Silver  Anniversary 

This  joyous  festal  day  was  also  the  occasion  of 
a  Silver  Jubilee  celebration  for  two  of  our  Sisters — 
Sister  Mary  Fitzmaurice  and  Sister  Margaret  Mul- 
doon.  Both  these  Sisters  have  given  generous  and 
devoted  service  in  Western  and  Eastern  missions 
during  the  past  twenty-five  years. 

We  offer  sincere  congratulations  to  our  jubi- 
larians  and  join  with  them  wholeheartedly  in  offer-- 
ing  thanksgiving  to  God  for  the  many  graces  re- 
ceived since  their  first  profession  day  on  August 
15th,  1929. 

Welcome  Visitor 

On  July  12th  we  had  the  pleasure  of  an  unex- 
pected visit  from  Bishop  Routhier,  O.M.L,  of  Grou- 
ard,  who  was  passing  through  the  city  on  his  way 
West.  He  received  a  hearty  welcome  from  all.  but 
especially  from  the  Sisters  who  have  known  him  in 
the  West  and  found  in  him  a  valued  friend  and 
counselor.  In  the  evening.  His  Excellency  spoke 
to  the  Sisters  assembled  in  the  Common  room,  and 
entertained  them  with  a  number  of  interesting  and 
amusing  anecdotes. 


INJUSTICE  IS  RELATIVELY  EASY  TO  BEAR;  WHAT  STINGS  IS  JUSTICE. 
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Think  it  Over ! 

Our  Immigrant  Ancestors 

YEARS  AGO,  before  you  and  I  can  remember, 
though  someone — our  grandmother  or  great 
grandmother — may  have  told  us  about  it,  our  fore- 
fathers left  land  which  no  longer  could  shelter  them 
and  came  by  hard  and  anxious  ocean  journey  to  the 
shores  of  the  land  we  now  call  home.  The  trials 
and  difficulties  which  were  met  and  faced  by  these 
same  ancestors  we  may  distantly  remember  as  having 
heard  of  or  read  about  in  old  family  records  and 
letters.  At  the  time  we  were  thrilled  to  hear  of  their 
pioneering  of  the  now  beautiful  farm  lands  and  large 
cities,  and  of  their  readying  the  land  with  much 
labour  and  sacrifice  for  the  generations  who  would 
follow  them. 

You  and  I  are  now,  so  to  speak,  basking  in  the 
sunshine  of  their  accomplishments  and  enjoying  what 
we  call  our  Canadian  way  of  life,  a  peaceful,  free  and 
enterprising  form  of  civilization,  recalling  only  too 
infrequently  the  pioneering  efforts  which  made  this 
way  of  life  a  possibility.  Our  forefathers  found  in 
this  land  many  hardships,  in  spite  of  which  they 
built,  both  spiritually  and  temporally,  a  future  of 
which  they  could  be  justly  proud. 

But  on  the  whole  one  form  of  hardship  was  not 
thrust  upon  them,  and  it  is  this  particular  fact  which 
I  would  like  to  bring,  dear  readers,  to  your  attention 
at  this  time.  It  is,  alas,  too  true  in  our  present 
Canadian  life,  we  often  impose  this  additional 
hardship  on  those  who  are  now  coming  freely  or 
through  necessity  to  these  same  shores  as  did  our 
ancestors,  hoping  to  make  here  a  new  way  of  life 
for  themselves. 


A  Sister  of  Service  w/elcoming  an  immigrant  family 


Mea  Culpa? 

This  added  burden  to  which  we  refer,  is  the 
feeling  of  coldness,  indifference,  yes  even  of  hatred, 
with  which  so  many  Canadians  regard  them.  Cana- 
dians, mind  you,  whose  own  forefathers  originally 
came  from  these  self-same  cities  and  towns  of  Eu- 
rope. Why  must  we  hear  so  often  from  many  of  the 
newcomers:  "The  Canadian  people  I  have  met  are 
not  very  friendly"  or  from  Canadian  people:  "Why 
are  They  (whoever  is  meant  by  this  term)  bringing 
in  so  many  of  these  immigrants?"  or,  worse  still 
is  it  to  hear  "I  just  can't  stand  those  " 

How  deplorable  it  is  to  hear  otherwise  good 
people  judging  these  new  citizens  solely  on  their 
nationality  or  customs!  Wouid  any  of  us  appreciate 
similar  treatment?  But,  you  may  say,  these  new- 
comers are  strange;  they  don't  seem  to  think  or 
act  as  we  do,  in  fact  they  have  an  entirely  different 
outlook.  Do  not  many  of  our  customs  seem  just  as 
odd  to  them?  Let's  look  at  the  Canadians  of  today. 
Without  doubt  we  are  the  products  of  immigrants  of 
the  past  who  came  to  Canada,  just  as  they  are  coming 
today,  because  of  religious  persecution,  war  and  over- 
population. And  if  you  and  I  are  Catholic  now,  isn't 
it  because  we  were  given  an  opportunity  of  estab- 
lishing our  ways  and  customs  here?  As  we  look  about 
and  see  the  very  evidently  Catholic  names  heading 
or  members  of  various  non-Catholic  groups,  may  we 
not  assume  that  in  many  cases  this  is  the  result 
on  the  part  of  former  Catholic  generations  of  in- 
difference at  the  time  of  greatest  need?  As  Anne 
Freemantle  has  recently  said:  "I  find  the  'It's  none 
of  my  business  attitude'  much  too  common  today." 
Let  us  not  forget  that  our  help  or  lack  of  it,  will  be 
shown  most  in  the  children.  These  are  the  Canadians 
of  the  future,  and  if  we  fail  in  contacting  them  by  our 
willingness  to  accept  and  be  friendly  with  them,  we 
shall  have  only  ourselves  to  blame  when  they  turn 
to  other  more  friendly  people  with  perhaps  a  com- 
plete loss  to  the  faith. 

Charitable  Helpers 

Here  it  must  be  said  in  all  fairness,  that  there 
are  many,  many  good  people  who  have  been,  and  will 
no  doubt  continue  to  be,  most  helpful  in  seeing  to 
the  establishment  and  general  welfare  of  these  new- 
comers, assisting  them,  often  at  great  personal  sac- 
rifice, in  getting  started,  or  in  showing  at  least  friend- 
ly charity  of  good  neighbours.  We  like  to  think 
that  these  good  Catholic  people  far  outnumber 
others  less  kind.  We  feel  that  these  are  truly  mission- 
aries, strengthening  and  upholding  the  faith  of  these 
new  groups,  at  the  time  of  greatest  need,  and  God  will 
no  doubt  bless  them  for  this. 


TO  MAKE  A  LONG  STORY  SHORT  — DON'T  TELL  IT. 
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Who  Cares? 


What  Can  Be  Done? 


We  are  reminded  of  a  German  lad  who  arrived 
in  Canada  a  short  while  before  Christmas,  hoping 
to  find  employment.  But  there  proved  to  be  very 
little  of  any  kind  of  work  at  the  time,  and  so  he  was 
quite  low  in  spirits.  Strangely  enough,  no  Catholic 
went  near  him,  in  fact  no  one  seemed  to  care  in  the 
least  what  happened  to  him.  No  one,  that  is,  except 
some  people  from  a  non-Catholic  group.  These 
invited  him  to  their  home  for  Christmas  dinner  and 
during  that  same  week  also  took  him  with  them  to 
their  aimual  Christmas  Church  dinner.  When  we 
were  speaking  with  him  the  following  year  he  told  us 
this  and  appeared  quite  bitter,  for  as  he  said:  "Sister, 
none  of  the  Catholics  I  met  seemed  to  care  what 
happened  to  me.  The  only  ones  who  were  kind  were 
the  non-Catholics!" 

We  know  also  of  many  other  similar  cases  where, 
for  instance,  a  Catholic  girl  arrives  to  be  married  to 
a  non-Catholic  boy,  and  knowing  no  Catholic  people 
to  whom  she  can  turn  for  advice  or  help,  often  mar- 
ries outside  the  Church.  You  may  say  that  the  priest 
is  supposed  to  look  after  them,  but  no  priest  is  able 
to  keep  in  constant  touch  with  these  people.  You, 
as  a  lay  person,  have  more  opportunity  of  meeting 
and  directing  them  and  advising  them  as  to  where 
they  may  find  the  Church  and  get  in  touch  with  a 
priest  who  speaks  their  own  language.  If  you  do 
no  more  than  keep  them  from  becoming  a  prey  to 
unhealthy  influences  you  have  helped  in  this  great 
task  of  the  Church. 


For  those  of  you  who  may  be  wondering  just 
what  to  do,  we  give  a  few  suggestions: 

If  you  live  in  the  country,  help  them  in  getting 
to  Mass  on  Sunday.  Sometimes  distances  are  too 
great  for  them  to  get  there  without  a  car. 

If  there  are  no  other  English  courses  available, 
why  can't  you  help  them  to  learn  English?  We  know 
of  several  cases  where  non-Catholic  groups  are 
teaching  Polish  and  Italian  immigrants,  thus  grad- 
ually introducting  them  to  their  Church  and  services. 

If  you  know  of  Catholic  or  other  good  papers 
and  magazines  published  in  their  language,  draw 
their  attention  to  this  literature. 

Have  your  children  go  with  them  to  the  Parish 
school,  thus  starting  them  in  the  proper  way  of 
education,  and  in  meeting  and  making  Catholic 
friends. 

There  are  many  more  ways  in  which  we  can 
all  help  and  circumstances  will  point  these  out  to 
us.  There  is  no  place,  no  matter  how  small,  that 
has  not  at  some  time  received  notification  that  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Immigrant  and  family  are  arriving  to  make 
a  home  there.  From  Yukon  to  Yarmouth,  from  Three 
Hills  to  Three  Rivers,  from  Smithers  to  Smithville 
there  is  a  vast  field  for  Catholic  action  of  this  type. 

Do  we  help  as  we  should?  Let  us  pass  on  to  others 
the  rich  heritage  we  have  received  from  our  fore- 
fathers. 

An  S.O.S.  Port  Worker 


A  group  of  D.P.'s  arriving  at  the  Port  of  Halifax 
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BLESSING  OF  SCHOOL  AT  PEACE  RIVER 


//WENI  CREATOR  SPIRITUS."  The  solemn  • 

▼  words  of  this  beautiful  hymn  rang  throughout 
the  Immaculate  Conception  Church  in  Peace  River, 
Alberta,  as  His  Excellency,  Bishop  Routhier,  O.M.I., 
began  the  simple  ceremony  which  brought  down 
God's  blessing  on  our  new  Separate  School.  Preced- 
ing the  hymn,  Reverend  A.  Bruckert,  O.M.I.,  Parish 
Priest,  had  given  a  talk  on  "Why  Catholic  Separate 
Schools?"  It  was  8  p.m.,  Sunday,  May  16th! 

When  the  hymn  had  been  sung,  the  children,  led 
by  a  cross-bearer  and  two  acolytes,  formed  a  pro- 
cession and  walked  to  the  school,  followed  by  the 
people,  clergy  and  Bishop.  On  arrival  at  the  school, 
the  children  went  immediately  to  their  respective 
classrooms  with  their  teachers.  The  congregatioh 
remained  outside  until  the  exterior  of  the  building 
had  been  blessed.  His  Excellency  then  proceeded  in- 
side where  he  blessed  each  classroom  in  turn,  and 
finally,  the  main  crucifix. 

After  the  blessing  had  been  accomplished,  the 
people  gathered  in  the  largest  classroom  where  the 
pupils  presented  a  short  program.  Grades  4,  5,  6  sang 
"The  Maple  Leaf  Forever",  grades  7,  8,  9  contribut- 
ed two  two-part  songs,  "Gliding  Thro'  the  Meadow" 
and  "O  Lovely  Meadows",  and  grades  1,  2,  3  cli- 
maxed the  entertainment  with  the  "French  Minuet". 

His  Excellency  spoke  highly  of  the  patience  and 
persevering  efforts  of  Reverend  Albert  Bouchard, 
O.M.I.,  whose  dream  had  finally  come  true  after 
four  years  of  severe  trials  and  setbacks.  With  the 
help  of  Reverend  C.  Kindervater,  O.M.I.,  he  had 


overcome  almost  insurmountable  barriers  to  make  a 
Separate  School  in  the  town  a  reality.  His  Excellency 
expressed  his  gratitude  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  who 
had  co-operated  whole-heartedly  in  the  basic  steps  so 
necessary  in  the  preparation  of  such  a  venture. 
Praise  from  His  Excellency  also  went  to  Mr.  Ray 
Lahey,  contractor,  for  the  fine  workmanship  that  he 
had  put  into  the  building,  and  he  complimented  Mr. 
Lahey  for  the  skill  which  his  workers  had  used  in 
erecting  such  a  solid  edifice. 

Mr.  J.  M.  Mann,  Mayor  of  Peace  River,  assured 
the  Catholics  that  he  readily  understood  why  they 
should  desire  a  school  for  their  own  children.  He 
said  that  the  spiritual  side  of  education  plays  a  very 
important  role  in  the  forming  of  a  child's  character. 

Mr.  Wilfred  Martz,  Chairman  of  the  School 
Board,  introduced  the  speakers,  and  in  his  quiet 
way  kept  things  rolling  smoothly. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  program,  the  public 
were  free  to  inspect  the  bright,  airy,  modern  class- 
rooms. In  the  recreation  hall,  the  Junior  C.Y.O., 
composed  of  boys  and  girls  from  ten  to  fifteen  years 
of  age,  displayed  their  handicrafts.  These  consisted 
of  clay  modelling,  cloth  stencilling,  leather  tooling, 
and  woodwork. 

For  the  school  children,  the  evening  ended  hap- 
pily with  ice  cream  cones  served  by  the  members  of 
the  School  Board.  The  ladies  of  the  C.W.L.  served 
lunch  for  the  "grown-ups"  in  the  basement  of  the 
church. 


One  of  the  classrooms  in  the  new  school  at  Peace  River 
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First  Communion  class,  Peace  River 


Hardships  Met  and  Conquered 

Church  basement!  That  sets  oft  a  spark  that  re- 
calls last  September  14.  That  day,  Mrs.  Sheehan  and 
one  Sister  began  lessons  in  the  church  basement 
which  had  been  divided  into  two  long,  narrow  class- 
rooms. The  building  permit  had  not  been  issued,  but 
two  weeks  off  for  "polio"  gave  the  School  Board  a 
chance  to  arrange  temporary  quarters.  Because  of 
the  lack  of  space,  all  pupils  who  applied  could  not 
be  accepted.  Mrs.  Sheehan  willingly  accepted  grades 
one  to  six,  and  Sister  took  grades  seven,  eight  and 
nine. 

There  were  many  inconveniences!  The  rooms 
were  not  sufficiently  lighted,  heating  was  a  problem 
because  the  church  and  the  basement  could  not  be 
heated  at  the  same  time,  the  children  had  very  little 
space  in  which  to  play,  and  the  desks  were  the  old- 
fashioned  double  type.  But  teachers  and  pupils  knew 
that  it  would  be  for  only  a  few  months  and  were 
happy  that  the  Separate  School  was  functioning  at 
last! 

January  15th,  two  of  the  new  rooms  were  ready. 
Mrs.  Sheehan's  grades  were  divided  into  two  groups, 
and  a  third  teacher  was  engaged  to  take  grades  four, 
five  and  six.  The  little  ones  remained  in  the  base- 
ment for  another  month.  At  the  end  of  February, 
grades  one,  two  and  three  moved  in  with  Mrs. 
Sheehan — and  our  new  school  was  complete.  We 
owe  much  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sheehan  for  the  sacrifices 
they  made  to  make  it  possible  for  the  school  to 
start  in  September.  They  have  a  farm  and  eight 
children — but  when  they  heard  it  was  practically  im- 
possible to  get  a  teacher  for  the  second  room,  they 
forgot  themselves  in  the  interests  of  a  greater  good, 
and  Mrs.  Sheehan  gladly  consented  to  accept  the  po- 
sition. 

"Sister,  the  new  school  is  beautiful!"  Thus  from 
one  of  our  students — and  so  say  we  all! 

May  the  Immaculate  Conception,  who  is  our 
special  patroness,  guide  the  teachers,  in  order  that 
they  may  inspire  their  pupils  to  draw  closer  to  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  through  a  sound,  Catholic  edu- 
cation. 


MORE  \mi  mvimmum 

SINCE  WE  LAST  WROTE,  we  have  had  the  plea- 
sure of  a  sight-seeing  drive.  A  good  friend  took  us 
for  a  whole  afternoon  and  we  want  our  readers  to 
enjoy  the  trip  with  us. 

There  is  something  so  fascinating  about  St. 
John's  itself,  with  the  imposing  Cathedral  of  St. 
John  the  Baptist  as  a  landmark,  no  matter  in  which 
direction  you  are.  The  lower  part  of  the  city  has  such 
an  "old  world"  appearance  that  one  wants  to  just 
stand  and  look.  Although  we  see  the  water  only  be- 
tween chimneys  from  our  office  window,  we  can  see 
the  boats  coming  into  port  at  all  hours  of  the  day, 
and  even  if  you  are  the  world's  worst  sailor,  you 
would  love  to  watch  them. 

Now  to  get  on  with  our  drive.  We  went  first  up 
the  hill  to  Cabot's  Tower,  Signal  Hill.  From  this  hill 
we  were  able  to  sec  all  over  the  city  and  it  is  really  a 
beautiful  view.  There  is  green  country.  We  drove 
west  and  came  to  a  lovely  park.  On  entering  the 
gate  one  comes  upon  a  rustic  bridge  over  a  stream 
which  bounces  over  rocks  until  it  looks  like  a  series 
of  small  waterfalls.  On  the  edge  of  the  water  were 
swans  and  ducks;  farther  back  on  the  land  was  a 
young  deer  which  claimed  the  attention  of  the  chil- 
dren. It  was  such  a  pretty  scene.  Among  the  trees  is  a 
statue  of  Peter  Pan.  It  is  the  most  delightful  thing, 
with  all  the  animals  and  children  Peter  loved — 
mice,  squirrels,  rabbits — that  must  have  inhabited 
the  "Never-never  Land",  and  of  course  "Tinker-Bell" 
was  there,  too.  Some  of  us  had  seen  the  original 
statue  in  Kensington  Gardens,  London,  England,  and 
it  gave  one  a  feeling  of  being  in  touch  with  home. 
The  gardens  are  not  large,  but  certainly  very  beau- 
tiful. This  statue  of  Peter  Pan  was  erected  by  Sir 
Edgar  Bowering  in  memory  of  a  little  girl  called 
Betty  Munn,  who  lost  her  life  on  a  boat  on  her  way 
to  New  York  with  her  nurse  to  join  her  parents.  The 
boat  went  down  and  both  nurse  and  child  lost  their 
lives.  Sir  Edgar  then  had  a  monument  erected  to 
Peter  Pan  with  the  inscription,  "In  memory  of  a 
little  girl  who  loved  the  Park". 

Come  Into  Our  Garden 

Now  you  must  hear  about  our  garden.  Through 
the  window  of  the  girls'  dining  room  we  see  oiUy 
beautiful  green  trees  and  it  is  hard  to  realize  that 
the  road  and  perpetual  motor  traffic  is  a  short  dis- 
tance away.  All  we  see  is  trees  and  seclusion.  There 
are  maple,  dogberry,  crab  apples  (the  boys  do  not 
leave  any  apples,  you  may  be  sure),  hawthome,  sy- 
ringa  (mock  orange),  lilac,  both  white  and  lavender 
(finished  blooming  now);  there  is  a  tree  and  we  do 
not  know  its  name,  but  it  has  a  white  blossom,  al- 
most like  a  plume.  Actually  the  trees  need  pruning, 
because  very  little  sunshine  gets  in  and  not  many 
flowers  can  grow.  But  we  love  the  trees. 

I  would  just  love  to  invite  you  to  a  cup  of  tea 
sitting  at  the  table  where  I  write,  but  you  would 
have  to  hurry  to  catch  the  garden  in  the  sunlight  be- 

(Continued  on  Page  14) 
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TWO  S.O.S.  IN  WASHINGTON 


WHEN  SISTER  AND  I  ARRIVED  at  the  Moth- 
erhouse  from  a  summer  spent  at  Catholic  Uni- 
versity, Washington,  D.C.,  the  editor  of  the  "Field 
at  Home"  embraced  us  with  more  than  her  usual 
warmth  and  assured  us  that  we  were  very,  very  wel- 
come. Hardly  had  we  finished  breakfast  before  we 
knew  why.  "The  Field  at  Home"  could  not  go  to 
press  until  a  certain  empty  space  was  filled,  and 
Sister  knew  that  we  should  be  very  happy  to  write  a 
little  account  of  our  summer  in  the  capital  of  the 
U.S.A. 

At  this  juncture  my  companion  recalled  that  she 
had  a  great  many  important  chores  to  do  before  she 
went  on  her  annual  retreat  that  very  night,  and  with 
remarkable  zeal  disappeared  to  give  them  her  at- 
tention. Like  the  heroine  I  am,  I  stood  bravely  at  my 
post  and  thought  and  thought  and  thought,  and 
finally  decided  to  offer  the  editor  a  few  extracts  from 
my  journal,  and  here  they  are: 

*  *  * 

Reached  Washington  today.  They  claim  it  is  the 
greatest  capital  in  the  world — I  will  agree  that  it  is 
the  hottest.  Spent  the  day  getting  registered  and  find- 
ing our  way  about  the  campus.  The  place  is  swarm- 
ing with  Sisters.  I've  never  seen  so  many  different 
garbs  before.  The  ingenuity  of  the  female  mind  fills 
me  with  pride  and  amazement. 

*  *  * 

Classes  began  today.  We  were  in  session  from 
8  a.m.  until  12  noon.  But  that  is  not  all.  Some  after- 
noons there  will  be  seminars  and  workshops  and 
without  a  shadow  of  a  doubt  there  will  be  assign- 
ments to  occupy  the  evening  hours.  I  hope  the  days 
are  longer  here  than  they  are  in  Canada  so  that  we 
can  get  in  a  Httle  sight-seeing. 

*  *  * 

We  have  an  interesting  group  in  our  class.  One 
newly-ordained  priest,  five  seminarians,  thirty-five 
Sisters  and  one  laywoman.  Many  of  the  religious 
communities  in  the  U.S.  are  appointing  one  or  two 
of  their  members  for  full-time  Confraternity  work. 
Most  of  the  Sisters  here  are  professional  teachers 
but  at  least  one  is  a  nursing  Sister  who  plans  to  make 
her  nurses-in-training  CCD-minded.  Catholics  in 
every  walk  of  life  have  a  place  in  the  Confraternity  of 
Christian  Doctrine  program. 

*  *  * 

Had  a  seminar  today.  Father  Collins,  National 
Director  of  the  Confraternity  of  Christian  Doctrine, 
was  present.  Father  Collins  lectures  on  catechetics 
at  Catholic  U.  He  was  pleased  to  see  so  many  of  us 
and  we  were  pleased  to  meet  such  a  distinguished 
man.  When  he  heard  that  Sister  and  I  were  both 
Nova  Scotians  he  recalled  that  he  had  spent  some 
time  there  with  the  late  Father  Tompkins,  observ- 


ing kitchen-table  discussion  club  technique.  Upon 
hearing  that  our  noses  got  a  little  bluer! 

*  *  * 

This  is  a  campus  of  fans,  monstrous  ones  as  large 
as  the  propellors  of  an  airplane,  or  almost  so.  Big 
fans  to  right  of  them,  big  fans  to  left  of  them,  big 
fans  behind  them,  whizz  round  and  cool  'em.  We 
have  a  young  chaplain  here  (St.  Michael  the  Arch- 
angel to  the  life  as  portrayed  by  some  artist  whose 
name  I  do  not  recall)  who  gives  a  homily  daily  at  the 
5:30  Mass,  but  we  never  hear  a  word  he  says  with 
the  whizzing  and  whirring.  There  are  fans  at  the 
doors  of  the  confessionals  too,  creating  such  a 
spanking  breeze  that  the  penitent  has  the  impression 
that  she  is  in  a  row  boat  out  on  a  bay.  Every  bed 
has  a  fan  that  works  while  we  sleep  (if  we  can!).  At 
times,  professors  get  weary  talking  above  the  din 
and  turn  the  window  fans  off. 

Our  second  Sunday  in  Washington.  This  morning 
some  Canadian  friends  took  us  sight-seeing.  Mar- 
velled at  the  wide  avenues,  lush  parks,  magnificent 
trees  and  noble  monuments.  So  many  splendid 
buildings,  all  white,  with  hundreds  of  steps  to  climb 
to  get  to  them,  and  the  crowds  of  adorable  little 
black  boys  and  girls  that  seem  to  be  everywhere.  We 
were  told  that  Washington  is  almost  forty  per  cent, 
colored.  We  drove  down  to  Mount  Vernon  to  Wash- 
ington's home  and  tomb  and  estate.  I  shall  never 
forget  the  trees  there  and  the  beautiful  birds.  After- 
wards we  went  to  Arlington  cemetery  where  Ameri- 
can heroes  lie  buried.  General  Lee's  mansion  is 
there,  too.  It  is  on  a  grander  scale  than  Washington's, 
but  doesn't  grip  one  so. 

*  *  * 

There's  a  cricket  behind  the  water  cooler  in  the 
dining  room.  It  chirps  persistently  all  through  break- 
fast so  that  one  doesn't  notice  the  fans.  Every  Sister 
entering  the  room,  looks  behind  the  cooler  but 
no  one  succeeds  in  seeing  the  little  fellow.  Its  pre- 
sence there  lends  a  homey  touch  to  the  room — why,  I 
do  not  know,  since  I  presume  no  Sisters  have  crick- 
ets in  their  convent  refectories.  .  .  .  This  morning, 
Maggie,  the  colored  supervisor  of  the  serving  pantry, 
gave  me  a  bigger  smile  than  usual  as  I  handed  in 
my  empty  dishes  and  complimented  me  with:  "You- 
all  HI'  Cay-nadian  is  a  good  gal  this  mawnin' !  You- 
all  better  eat  moah  so  you  take  back  some  'merican 
flesh  on  yoah  bones  to  Cay-nee-dah." 

This  morning  our  class  went  to  Virginia  to  ob- 
serve the  proper  way  to  run  a  Religious  Vacation 
School.  There  were  eight  grades  with  a  teacher  for 
each  grade.  The  children  were  brought  into  the 
Centre  by  bus.  Classes  were  held  in  various  places, 
the  rectory,  the  body  of  the  church,  the  choir  loft, 
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the  basement  of  the  church,  and  the  hall.  A  young 
married  woman  had  charge  of  the  Grade  1  group 
and  they  entertained  us  with  a  number  of  religious 
action-songs.  The  teachers  said  that  the  presence 
of  so  many  different  religious  habits  was  very  dis- 
tracting to  the  children,  but  on  the  whole  they  paid 
little  attention  to  us,  and  possibly  enjoyed  the  break 
in  their  daily  routine.  Classes  are  held  for  four 
weeks,  mornings  only.  We  were  interested  in  seeing 
their  work  and  mentally  comparing  it  with  that  of 
our  own  children  back  home.  The  Salesian  Brother 
who  was  driving  us  in  the  Salesian  bus  wanted  to 
take  a  shorter  route  home,  and  the  laywoman  in  our 
group  who  had  her  own  car,  said  she  would  guide 
him.  Somewhere  along  the  way  she  took  a  wrong 
turn  and  we  were  lost.  Brother's  estimation  of  wo- 
men's ability  in  the  way  of  direction  fell  consider- 
ably then  and  there.  We  did  get  back  to  the  campus 
before  the  lunch  period  closed  which  was  what  wor- 
ried us  all. 

*  *  * 

Today  it  is  103  in  the  shade!  This  temperature 
makes  one's  body  feel  about  as  muscular  as  a  banana. 
Oh,  those  seemingly  endless  hills  and  steps  we  have 
to  climb  to  reach  our  hall  of  learning.  I  think  my 
brain  has  turned  to  jelly  too,  and  tomorrow  at  ten  is 
the  deadline  for  our  assignment.  The  Balitmore  & 
Ohio  freight  train  just  rolled  by — ninety-eight  cars, 
and  in  the  midst  of  them  one  labelled  "C.P.R."  It 
was  like  a  dearly  loved  friend.  Such  a  tender  feeling 
for  a  railway  or  anything  connected  with  one  I  have 
never  experienced  before.  I  could  have  kissed  every 
board  and  nail  in  that  clumsy  red  box.  I  wonder  if 
it  has  known  the  bracing  winds  of  Manitoba,  the 
gloriously  cool  nights.  .  .  .  Oh,  bury  me  out  on  the 
prairie! 

*  *  * 

One  of  the  Sisters  in  our  class  has  a  friend  who  is 
a  Congressman.  He  has  an  air-conditioned  car  and 
likes  taking  Sisters  sight-seeing.  Sister,  who  is  a 
Franciscan,  invited  a  Dominican,  a  Benedictine,  and 
Sister  and  me,  to  make  up  the  party.  Our  host  drove 
us  around  the  Pentagon,  which  is  an  enormous, 
cheerless-looking  building,  and  then  we  went  to  visit 
the  House  of  Congress,  where  we  took  turns  stand- 
ing on  the  platform  from  which  the  President  ad- 
dresses the  assembly,  and  where  Sir  Winston  stood 
when  he  was  there.  We  also  sat  in  the  Speaker's 
chair  and  envied  him  not  a  whit;  saw  the  hole  in  the 
ceiling  made  by  one  of  the  shots  fired  at  the  con- 
gressmen last  year  by  fanatics  in  the  gallery.  Then 
we  had  luncheon  in  the  Congressional  dining  room. 
It  appears  that  bean  soup  is  always  served  there 
ever  since  the  time  in  1904  when  Speaker  Joseph 
Cannon  ordered  bean  soup  on  a  very  hot  day  and  be- 
came incensed  when  it  wasn't  on  the  menu.  He  stated 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  in  various  quarters  that 
rain  or  shine,  heat  or  cold,  he  wanted  bean  soup  at 
his  noon  meal,  and  even  to  this  day  congressmen 
advise  their  guests  to  try  the  famous  bean  soup.  We 
did  and  it  reminded  me  of  the  novitiate.  The  Speaker 


of  the  House  came  to  our  table  to  welcome  us  and 
his  beaming  smile  made  us  all  a  little  happier. 
Afterwards,  when  we  were  in  the  Hall  of  Fame,  we 
noticed  a  young  priest  wandering  about  looking  lost. 
The  Dominican,  who  is  a  very  sympathetic  soul, 
had  some  conversation  with  him,  and  discovered 
that  he  was  a  Canadian  Franciscan  teaching  in  Maine 
and  at  present  attending  Catholic  U.  Our  host  (who, 
by  the  way,  is  not  a  Catholic)  graciously  invited  him 
to  accompany  us  to  the  Senate.  The  Senate  was  a 
very  sleepy  place  for  the  fillibuster  was  on  and 
everyone  knew  that  the  Senator  on  the  floor  was 
using  his  power  of  speech  more  than  his  power  of 
thought.  An  interesting  and  full  day! 

*  *  * 

The  statue  in  our  chapel  turns  out  to  be  the  As- 
sumption. It  is  modernistic.  Some  of  the  Sisters 
thought  it  was  Our  Lord  in  the  tomb  but  standing 
erect;  others  thought  it  was  a  martyr  of  the  early 
Christian  era;  but  today  a  Sister  of  the  Art  group 
had  dinner  at  our  table  and  was  surprised  that  we 
didn't  recognize  it  as  the  Assumption.  One  of  the 
Sisters  inquired  why  artists  don't  make  statues 
appear  to  be  what  they  represent  and  the  Sister  who 
is  in  Art  said  that  any  artist  would  recognize  it  as 
being  the  Assumption.  Those  at  our  table  working 
in  fields  other  than  Art  were  left  speechless  in  their 
ignorance.  This  afternoon  a  seminarian  told  me  if 
that  statue  represented  the  Assumption,  the  sooner 
it  ascended  the  better. 

*  *  * 

Visited  part  of  the  slums  at  Peter  Claver  Friend- 
ship House  tonight.  The  streets  were  simply  alive  with 
adorable  little  black  children.  Wish  I  could  take  one 
home  with  me.  Now  these  little  ones  are  permitted  to 
play  in  the  great  public  school  yard  across  the  way. 
Before  the  non-segregation  law  was  passed  they 
were  wistful  onlookers  on  the  outside  of  the  fence. 
It  made  me  think  of  our  Western  Catholic  children 
attending  public  schools  and  for  whose  sake  I  am  in 
Washington.  The  CCD  must  find  ways  of  giving  them 
more  of  the  spiritual  advantages  enjoyed  by  our 
little  ones  attending  parochial  schools. 

*  *  * 

The  campus  is  pleasantly  remote  from  the  ner- 
vous activity  of  the  city.  I  love  the  early  morning 
walks  to  class  through  the  leafy  woods.  Always  we 
see  an  elderly  priest  pacing  up  and  down  in  the  sun- 
light saying  his  rosary  while  a  confrere  sits  on  a 
bench  in  the  sun  scanning  the  morning  paper.  Mod- 
est brown  thrushes  and  blue  jays  in  their  striking 
plumage  flit  in  and  out  of  the  trees  and  remind  us  of 
their  Canadian  brethren.  Yesterday  we  stopped  dead 
in  our  tracks  for  there,  between  the  trees  before 
our  very  eyes,  flashed  a  cardinal  as  vividly  red  as  a 
jay  is  vividly  blue.  How  good  God  is  to  give  us  trees 
and  birds! 

*  *  * 

I  shall  not  easily  forget  tonight.  xThe  Feast  of  Our 
Lady  of  Mount  Carmel  was  chosen  to  be  the  mid- 
year festival  of  Marian  year  on  the  campus.  The 
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Carmelite  Fathers  were  in  charge.  A  great  proces- 
sion of  about  fifteen  hundred  priests  and  Religious 
(men  and  women)  connected  with  Catholic  U.,  sing- 
ing Mary's  praises,  wound  its  way  over  the  soft  green 
lawns  to  the  national  Shrine  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception. There,  in  the  evening,  Mass  was  offered  with 
the  congregation  singing  the  Mass  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  assisted  by  a  schola  of  picked  voices  from 
the  different  orders  of  men,  and  with  a  sermon  on 
our  glorious  heavenly  Mother  preached  by  one  of 

the  Carmelite  Fathers.  And  now  to  bed. 

*  *  * 

One  of  the  professors  in  the  physics  research  de- 
partment died  in  class  yesterday.  He  was  seventy- 
three.  All  the  ten  o'clock  classes  were  cancelled  this 
morning  so  that  we  could  attend  his  Mass.  I  walked 
over  to  the  national  Shrine  with  a  Benedictine  from 
New  York  who  teaches,  among  other  things,  Can- 
ada, to  Grade  5.  Her  knowledge  of  our  country  is 
amazingly  vague  and  we  got  so  engrossed  in  each 
other's  knowledge,  or  lack  of  it,  that  we  were  al- 
most late  for  Mass.  Why  doesn't  Canada  get  more 

publicity  in  the  U.S.A.? 

*  *  * 

At  lunch  today  we  chuckled  with  one  of  the  Sis- 
ters over  the  most  recent  bright  remark  by  her 
favorite  professor.  "Don't,"  said  he,  "let  yourselves 
be  filled  with  infinite  discouragement  as  the  time 
grows  shorter  and  the  exams  loom  closer."  It  is  true, 
exams  are  just  a  week  away  and  then  we  shall  all  be 
scattered  never  to  meet  again  this  side  of  Heaven, 
probably.  One  thing  is  certain,  the  members  of  our 
class  will  return  to  their  respective  missions  more 
firmly  convinced  than  ever  that  the  Confraternity  of 
Christian  Doctrine  is  "the  choicest  field  of  Catholic 
Action". 


S.O.S.  Studying  in  Washington 
Sister  Mary  Jackson        Sister  Alice  Walsh 


SACRIFICE 

"There  are  names  the  Prairie  Trails  still  murmur." 

"My  people,  next  week  I  leave  you  to  go  North." 
To  the  listeners  this  announcement  from  the  pulpit 
came  like  a  bolt  from  the  blue.  In  the  seven  years  of 
his  stay  among  them  they  had  grown  to  have  a  great 
affection  for  this  strangely  silent  priest  who,  though 
he  spoke  but  little,  seemed  to  understand  them  so 
well.  He  had  served  them  unstintedly  and  as  they 
now  remembered — asked  for  nothing. 

Now,  when  the  parish  which  had  been  built  amid 
all  the  hardships  and  obstacles  kindred  to  life  in  the 
Canadian  Northlands,  was  fairly  comfortable  and  es- 
tablished, he  was  leaving  it  to  others  and  passing  on, 
as  he  had  done  before,  on  to  further  hardships  and 
that,  too,  as  they  remarked,  with  age  prematurely 
creeping  on.  Strange,  too,  how  the  memory  of  many 
a  kindly  deed  came  winging  back  to  mind  in  the 
quiet  of  that  Sunday  morning.  Had  they  taken  the 
man's  utter  disregard  for  himself  too  much  for 
granted? 

His  successor  came — a  young  priest  who  pleaded 
to  be  let  go  in  the  other's  place.  "Father,  why  not 
when  you  have  the  chance  stay  here  in  the  quiet 
and  give  your  own  soul  a  rest.  The  years  are  going 
fast  ..."  The  wistful  longing  in  the  other's  face 
stopped  him.  "Son,"  came  the  characteristic  reply, 
and  a  finger  pointed  towards  the  snowy  wastes  to 
the  North,  "there  are  souls  up  there  priestless.  How 
can  I  rest?  I  must  push  on  and  at  least  plant  a  stake 
for  others  to  follow.  Few  know  the  land  as  well  as  I. 
Here  the  parish  calls  for  youth  and  vitality  to  feed 
its  growth;  you  will  give  it  both.  Up  there  it  is  a 
work  for  the  heart.  Sympathy  and  human  understand- 
ing bought  by  experience  are  the  only  gifts  I  have 
left  to  give.  They  need  both.  I  feel  somehow  I  am 
God's  man  and  theirs;  some  day  there  may  be  time 
to  rest  and  prepare." 

The  old  priest  disappeared  one  night  with  scarce 
a  good-bye.  Five  months  later  came  news  of  his 
lonely  death.  The  last  stake  had  been  planted,  but 
who  would  care  to  follow  into  that  wasteland?  In  his 
parish  his  place  was  filled  so  faithfully  and  so  well 
that  very  soon  people,  as  is  the  way  of  our  hu- 
manity, ceased  to  speak  of  him,  save  that  very  often 
dying  lips  murmured  his  name  in  blessing. 

At  such  times  something  seemed  to  catch  at  the 
heart  of  the  younger  missionary.  He  said  nothing, 
but  one  day  he,  too,  went  North,  his  most  treasured 
possession  a  worn  leaflet  taken  from  the  old  pioneer's 
breviary. 

THE  EXTRA 

'Tis  not  the  duty  of  the  day, 
The  race  we  ought  to  run. 
But  just  the  thing  we  needn't  do 
That  earns  the  great  "Well  done". 
That  willingness  for  love  to  go 
Beyond  the  single  mile. 
The  measure  pressed  and  running  o'er 
That  wins  the  Master's  smile. 


SOME  PEOPLE  LOSE  THE  ART  OF  CONVERSATION  BUT  NOT,  UNFORTUNATELY,  THE  POWER  OF  SPEECH 
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WEEK-END  VACATION  SCHOOLS 


LUMSDEN 

THE  CAR  stopped  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  leading 
into  the  small  town  in  the  valley  and  the  yncle 
and  Aunt  from  the  big  city  asked  the  man  on  the 
road  if  he  knew  the  residence  of  a  certain  family 
that  had  recently  moved  into  town.  In  answer  to  the 
query,  the  man  pointed  to  a  large  white  house  at 
the  bend  of  the  road  where  sixty  lively  youngsters 
were  running  riot  all  over  the  grounds,  and  said: 
"A  new  family  moved  in  there  with  a  bunch  of  kid- 
dies and  it  looks  as  if  they  are  having  a  birthday 
party  today."  The  seeming  "birthday  party"  was 
going  to  be  a  weekly  affair  for  the  Saturdays  of  May 
and  June,  for  it  was  the  beginning  of  a  Religious 
Vacation  School  planned  for  the  children  of  Lums- 
den  and  surrounding  missions. 

On  the  opening  day,  in  spite  of  rain  and  snow 
and  the  pessimistic  feeling  of  a  poor  start  on  the  part 
of  the  Sisters,  the  good  Pastor  called  right  on  time 
at  eight  in  the  morning,  and  we  were  off  bag  and  bag- 
gage. The  assortment  of  footwear  of  all  sizes  and 
shapes,  the  lunch  pails  and  paper  bags  which  greet- 
ed our  eyes  at  the  vestibule  of  the  church  told  us 
that  rain  and  muddy  roads  had  been  no  drawback  for 
these  rural  children  in  getting  down  to  the  business 
of  learning  their  religion.  It  was  really  heartwarm- 
ing for  their  zealous  pastor  to  walk  into  that  little 
church  and  see  fifty  smiling  students,  waiting  for  our 
arrival  to  begin  their  first  day  of  catechism  in  their 
own  mission  church.  It  was  a  new  and  exciting  ex- 


Two  week-end  catechists 


perience  for  the  tiny  tots  and  they  were  beaming 
with  happiness. 

After  much  bustle  and  confusion  the  classes 
were  divided  into  grades.  The  First  Communion 
class  remained  in  church  with  Sister,  while  the 
other  three  groups  sloshed  through  the  snow  to  have 
classes  in  two  large  rooms  in  an  attic  put  at  our  dis- 
posal for  the  Saturdays  of  May  and  June  in  the 
home  of  one  of  the  parishioners,  together  with  the 
use  of  excellent  playing  grounds  at  the  side  of  the 
house. 

The  following  Saturday,  with  the  distribution  of 
suitable  catechisms,  coloring  and  projects  in  each 
grade,  the  confusion  of  the  first  day  gave  way  to  the 
order  and  system  which  is  so  necessary  for  suc- 
cessful teaching  of  catechism. 

The  co-operation  of  the  parishioners  has  been 
gratifying.  The  men-folk  supervised  the  children 
during  the  lunch  and  recreation  hour  while  the 
teachers  went  for  meals  at  the  different  homes  in 
town.  The  children  from  the  country  were  brought 
in  by  car — perhaps  we  should  say  "carload"  when 
thirteen  children  jump  out  of  one  car  and  the  driver 
finally  eases  himself  out!  There  was  always  a  pari- 
shioner on  hand  for  taxi  service,  for  the  teachers,  no 
matter  how  short  the  distance.  So  the  venture  has 
every  promise  of  a  successful  CCD  programme  in 
action. 

A  long  table  with  a  seat  attached  on  either  side 
to  seat  ten  pupils,  making  it  easy  and  convenient  for 
writing,  has  been  added  to  the  class  equipment  of 
the  senior  class.  This  can  be  folded  and  put  away 
at  the  close  of  the  day  and  would  be  an  ideal  table 
for  Vacation  Schools  in  Saskatchewan  if  it  could 
only  be  packed  in  a  suitcase!  Each  week  more  charts, 
books,  and  all  sorts  of  things  were  carted  out  and 
added  to  the  already  bulging  suitcase  kept  at  class, 
but  the  day  of  reckoning  came  at  the  end  of  June 
when  it  all  had  to  be  brought  back  to  Regina! 

On  the  first  Sunday  of  May  in  the  presence  of 
the  congregation,  twenty-one  children  were  enrolled 
as  Marian  Crusaders.  Father  gave  a  touch  of  solem- 
nity to  the  occasion  by  blessing  the  badges  and 
having  the  children  recite  their  promise  with  him  at 
the  foot  of  the  altar. 

Casting  a  glance  back  to  six  years  ago  when  the 
Sisters  first  went  to  Lumsden  on  Sundays,  one  is 
amazed  at  the  increase  of  Catholic  children  coming 
for  religious  instruction  now,  when  scarcely  a  dozen 
could  be  found  in  those  early  days.  The  many  im- 
provements in  the  little  church  have  made  it  a  place 
worthy  of  devotion.  High  Mass  is  sung  every  Sun- 
day during  the  year  and  catechism  taught  to  the 
children  after  Mass.  Thus  step  by  s<;ep  Catholic  life 
is  growing  and  flourishing  in  this  lovely  little  town 
in  the  valley. 
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THIRTEEN 


Rain  is  no  deterrent 


INDIAN  HEAD 

"Sister  thinks  Fm  the  nicest  girl  in  the  class," 
said  six-year-old  Winnie  to  her  mother.  "Oh,  did 
Sister  tell  you  that?"  her  mother  asked.  "No,"  re- 
plied Winnie,  "but  I  just  know  she  does."  Winnie  is 
but  one  of  about  twenty  charming  little  ones  Sister  M. 
has  the  privilege  of  teaching.  The  seventeen  older 
ones  in  my  class  may  not  all  have  the  same  charming 
manner,  but  they  have  proven  themselves  just  as 
original,  and  really  a  joy  to  teach. 

Saturday  morning  of  the  first  week  of  the  month 
Sister  M.  and  I  board  the  10:15  train  heading  East 
and  one  hour  later  we  are  at  our  destination — the 
beautiful  little  town  of  Indian  Head.  This  is  in  ful- 
filment of  plans  made  at  the  end  of  summer  school 
last  year  and  has  proven  a  happy  project  from  the 
beginning.  Saturday  afternoons  we  have  the  child- 
ren from  2:00  to  3:00,  after  which  time  Father  is 
available  for  Confessions. 

Father  requested  that  part  of  each  week-end  be 
devoted  to  instruction  on  the  Mass.  In  accordance 
with  this  arrangement  the  Saturday  afternoon  class 
for  the  seniors  has  been  devoted  mainly  to  the 
study  of  the  Mass  and  the  little  ones  have  been  re- 
ceiving their  own  special  little  classes  on  the  same 
subject.  It  is  our  hope  that,  with  the  grace  of  God, 
we  brought  to  our  pupils  a  greater  realization  and 
appreciation  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice.  Also,  as  a  special 
Marian  Year  project  we  tried  to  make  our  Blessed 
Mother  better  known  to  her  children  of  Indian  Head 
through  the  Rosary  and  by  making  her  requests  at 
Fatima  for  prayer  and  penance,  a  part  of  their  every- 
day lives.  Even  the  little  ones  were  anxious  to  make 
sacrifices  and  bring  them  to  Mass  on  Sunday  so  that 


they  had  something  special  to  offer  along  with 
Christ's  all-embracing  Sacrifice.  Sister,  wishing  to 
make  sure  they  had  grasped  the  true  nature  of  the 
acts  of  self-denial  that  little  boys  and  girls  could  offer 
to  Jesus,  asked  them  to  give  some  examples.  After 
quite  a  list  of  acts  of  obedience  and  kindness  had 
been  given,  and  seeing  five-year-old  Danny  most 
anxious  to  speak,  Sister  said:  "All  right,  Danny, 
what  do  you  think  you  could  do?"  "I  could  tie  my 
sister's  shoe  laces,"  came  the  beaming  reply. 

We  were  also  with  the  children  during  the  first 
Mass  on  Sunday,  where  they  were  gradually  shown 
how  they  could  participate  in  the  Mass.  Before  and 
at  intervals  during  the  Mass  one  of  the  Sisters  read 
some  of  the  explanations  of  the  Mass  with  the  child- 
ren watching  the  priest  at  the  altar.  During  the  re- 
mainder of  the  Mass  the  children  read  together  the 
prayers  from  the  excellent  little  Mass  project  books 
prepared  in  Toronto  by  the  Legion  of  Mary  under 
the  supervision  of  one  of  our  Sisters.  After  having 
united  their  ofl'erings  to  the  infinite  sacrifice  of  the 
Divine  Victim,  what  a  joy  to  see  them  go  up  to  the 
Communion  Rail  to  receive  God's  Gift  to  them — 
Jesus  in  the  Holy  Eucharist,  the  Source  of  all  holi- 
ness. 

Class  on  Sunday  afternoons  began  at  2  o'clock 
and  lasted  for  an  hour.  At  3  o'clock  Father  had 
Rosary  and  Benediction  for  the  whole  parish.  On 
December  6th,  twenty-two  of  our  pupils  were  en- 
rolled as  Marian  Crusaders.  Father  had  a  beautiful 
little  ceremony  during  which  they  first  read  together 
the  Crusaders'  Promise  and  then  went  one  by  one  to 
the  altar  rail  and  received  from  Father  their  blessed 
badges.  Benediction  was  then  given. 


Week-end  pupils  at  Dysart 
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DYSART 

Beginning  the  second  week-end  of  May,  three  of 
us  went  to  Dysart,  Sask.  Father  Carey,  the  pastor, 
called  for  us  after  supper  each  Friday  evening  and 
drove  us  the  sixty  miles  north  to  Dysart,  part  of 
which  journey  is  through  the  beautiful  Qu'Appelle 
Valley.  We  lived  at  the  Rectory  and  Father's  thought- 
ful housekeeper  took  excellent  care  of  us. 

After  Mass  and  a  quick  breakfast  on  Saturday 
and  Sunday  mornings,  one  Sister  was  taken  to  Cupar 
(eight  miles  south),  another  to  Kronsburg  (eight 
miles  southeast),  and  the  third  remained  in  Dysart. 
There  are  from  forty  to  sixty  children  in  each  place. 
Each  group  was  divided  into  three  classes  and  the 
older  girls  helped  with  the  teaching.  Everyone 
worked  very  hard  this  year  to  prepare  for  Confir- 
mation which  the  Archbishop  administered  on  July 
2nd  and  3rd.  First  Communion  was  on  the  2nd,  3rd 
and  4th  of  July.  As  special  patron  for  our  classes 
we  chose,  with  Our  Lady,  the  newly-canonized  Saint 
of  the  Eucharist,  St.  Pius  X. 

MARIAN  CRUSADERS 

The  revival  of  the  Marian  Crusaders  among  the 
students  of  the  Correspondence  School  during  the 
month  of  May  of  the  Marian  Year  was  most  en- 
couraging in  the  evidence  it  gave  of  the  devotion  of 
our  children  to  Our  Lady.  During  May  nearly  1,000 
enrolled  as  Crusaders,  promising  to  say  faithfully 
three  Hail  Mary's  each  day  in  honour  of  Our  Lady, 
to  do  one  kind  act  each  day,  and  to  take  as  their 
motto,  "All  for  Jesus,  through  Mary". 

On  our  week-end  visits  to  the  various  missions 
we  are  received  warmly  by  parents  and  children 
alike,  and  we  thank  God  for  His  goodness  shown  to 
us  through  these  people.  Another  source  of  edifica- 
tion to  us  is  to  find  the  children  wearing  their  Cru- 
saders' badges  and  assuring  us  that  they  have  not 
forgotten  their  promise  to  Mary. 


POISE  IS  THE  ART  OF  RAISING  THE 


More  About  Newfoundland 
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cause  the  sun  just  takes  an  occasional  peek  through 
and  before  you  have  seen  much,  it  has  gone  again. 
But  we  musn't  complain,  for  news  comes  from  Lon- 
don, England,  saying  that  if  the  sun  shines  for  an 
hour  it  is  really  news,  and  from  South  Africa,  "We 
haven't  seen  the  sun  for  months,  or  so  it  seems". 

Story  Atmosphere 

To  get  back  to  St.  John's,  even  if  we  haven't  left 
it!  When  walking  along  Water  Street  where  the 
openings  between  buildings  let  us  have  a  view  of  the 
fishing  fleet  in  the  dock,  with  every  man  busy  about 
the  business  of  preparing  the  fish  for  travel,  we  feel 
sure  that  we  have  met  just  such  scenes  over  and 
over  again,  only  they  have  always  been  in  stories, 
and  it's  too  bad  we  cannot  right  now  invent  a  story 
to  suit  the  scenery.  Of  course,  the  stories  we  remem- 
ber were  not  set  in  St.  John's,  but  in  some  old  Euro- 
pean town  by  the  sea  with  the  men  preparing  their 
ships  for  the  next  catch.  We  know  there  must  be 
real  stories  about  these  parts  that  would  thrill  us  as 
the  mere  looking  at  the  boats  sailing  in  or  out  in- 
trigue us  now. 

An  Item  or  Two 

Well,  sun  or  no  sun,  many  of  the  girls  are  on 
holiday,  so  there  is  not  too  much  activity  around  the 
Club.  The  Wednesday  evening  group  still  assembles 
and  has  a  grand  time;  besides  the  regular  singing 
and  dancing,  they  have  started  to  knit  and  sew. 

The  moving  picture,  "Great  Expectations",  was 
much  enjoyed.  Mr.  Anthony  Burke  showed  the  pic- 
ture, and  has  promised  to  give  us  one  any  time  we 
would  like  it. 

On  Rememmbrance  Day  there  was  a  very  color- 
ful parade  of  all  the  Forces,  including  the  Army, 
Navy  and  Air  Force  women,  the  Boy  Scouts,  Cadets, 
Girl  Guides,  etc.  The  Mounties  between  the  dark 
blue  and  gold  of  the  Navy  and  the  blue-gray  of  the 
Air  Force,  made  a  most  impressive  picture.  The 
placing  of  wreaths  at  the  foot  of  the  monument  and 
the  sounding  of  the  Last  Post  made  everyone  very 
thoughtful. 

Speaking  of  the  dead  reminds  us  that  as  the  bell 
of  the  Cathedral  tolls,  there  is  a  funeral,  and  it  is 
three  in  the  afternoon  and  perhaps  it  is  one  of  those 
funerals  at  which  the  old  custom  of  following  the 
hearse  on  foot  to  the  graveyard  is  being  enacted. 
This  happens  very  often  down  here  and  again  our 
thoughts  go  back  to  other  days  when  this  was  the 
custom  at  all  funerals. 

*       *  * 

Man  knows  there  is  that  within  him  that  can 
never  be  valued  too  highly,  as  well  as  that  within 
him  which  can  never  be  hated  too  much;  and  only  a 
philosophy  which  emphasizes  both,  violently  and 
simultaneously,  can  restore  the  balance  to  the  brain. 

EYEBROWS  INSTEAD  OF  THE  ROOF. 
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RYCROFT  RIPPLES 

This  year  Rycroft  Mission  was  closed  for  the 
summer  months  as  it  was  necessary  for  the  Sisters 
to  undertake  various  other  duties.  Owing  to  this, 
it  was  impossible  to  hold  the  customary  Vacation 
School  in  St.  Michael's  Dormitory. 

The  date  set  for  First  Communion  was  Ascension 
Thursday.  For  three  days  previous  to  this  Feast  it 
rained  to  such  an  extent  that  the  children  from  the 
country  could  not  travel  over  the  roads.  So  the  event 
had  to  be  postponed  to  June  8th,  on  which  day  His 
Excellency  Bishop  Routhier  was  scheduled  to  con- 
fer the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation. 

Week-end  Classes 

As  we  felt  the  children  were  not  sufficiently  pre- 
pared we  thanked  God  for  the  opportunity  of  giving 
them  further  instruction,  and  to  this  end  it  was  de- 
cided to  have  a  week-end  Vacation  School.  As  some 
of  our  regular  boarders  did  not  leave  until  Satur- 
day morning  and  most  of  them  returned  Sunday 
evening,  we  had  to  depend  on  the  generosity  of  the 
townsfolk  to  provide  sleeping  accommodation  for 
the  country  children.  Preliminary  contacts  having 
been  made,  the  next  step  was  to  visit  the  parents 


and  the  big  question  was  how  to  find  their  homes.  To 
solve  this  problem  we  took  the  children  home  after 
school  and  thus  found  out  where  they  lived.  The 
parents  were  pleased  and  most  co-operative.  On  our 
return  trips  we  usually  had  potatoes,  eggs,  butter 
and  cream. 

Attendance  at  these  week-end  classes  was  a 
hundred  percent.  Two  of  our  girls  —  Irene  Yuhar 
and  Lorraine  Porrier  —  assisted  us  by  supervising 
meals  and  recreation  periods. 

First  Communion  and  Confirmation 

The  evening  before  the  great  day  His  Excel- 
lency had  supper  at  the  Dormitory  with  the  Sisters 
and  children.  The  next  morning  was  bright  and 
sunny.  The  children  gathered  at  the  "Dorm"  and 
marched  to  the  Church  in  procession.  The  music  for 
the  Mass  was  sung  by  the  school  children  from 
Grades  V  to  IX.  It  was  directed  by  Mrs.  Lazaruk, 
with  Mrs.  St.  Jean  at  the  organ. 

After  the  Communion  Mass  and  reception  of  the 
Sacrament  of  Confirmation,  a  Communion  Break- 
fast was  served  at  the  Domitory  by  the  ladies  of 
the  parish.  Medals  and  pictures  blessed  by  the  Bishop 
were  given  as  souvenirs  to  all  the  children. 

S.O.S.  Rycroft. 


First  Communion  at  Rycroft 


MEN  HATE  TO  BE  MISUNDERSTOOD  —  AND  TO  BE  UNDERSTOOD  MAKES  THEM  FURIOUS. 
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This  year  the  summer  camp  for  girls  at  St. 
Joseph's,  Medford  Beach,  was  again  under  S.O.S. 
supervision.  The  following  description  in  verse  of 
the  happy  hours  spent  there  was  sent  in  by  Mary 
Logan,  a  fifteen-year-old  camper: 

Oh,  the  joys  and  thrills  of  camp  life! 
St.  Joseph's,  Medford  Beach,  is  the  one, 
With  Sister  Schenck,  S.O.S.,  as  Camp  Leader, 
She's  tops!  And  did  we  have  fun. 

The  photographs  on  the  camp  walls  tell  us 
Of  a  priest's  determination  to  win 
A  Catholic  camp  for  Catholic  children. 
As  penny  by  penny  contributions  come  in. 

St.  Joseph's  Camp  at  Medford  Beach 
Welcomes  as  from  our  Saviour's  hand 
Children  of  all  creeds  and  ages. 
And  also  from  every  land. 

So  here's  to  the  popular  director. 
The  Reverend  J.  H.  Durney, 
He  elicits  "Hurrahs"  from  campers 
Whenever  his  form  they  see. 

He  comes  without  any  warning, 
He  is  gone  again  like  a  flash, 
St.  Joseph's  Camp  is  his  hobby, 
Today,  and  for  eight  years  past. 

So,  "Three  Cheers  for  Father  Durney", 
Who  has  prayed  and  worked  hard  to  see, 
A  lovely  camp  in  the  Annapolis  Valley, 
For  folks  like  you  and  me. 

If  you  have  never  been  a  camper 
You  have  no  idea  of  the  joys  in  store. 
In  renewing  old  camp  acquaintances. 
And  making  new  pals  galore. 


We  were  thirty-eight  in  number. 
Ages  seven  to  middle  teens; 
Sister  made  me  one  of  the  leaders. 
With  countless  duties  it  seems. 

Our  ball  teams  were  really  famous. 
Thanks  to  our  referee.  Father  T. 
We  were  like  "Angels  in  the  Outfield" 
(A  camp  movie  which  we  did  see). 

We  had  treasure  hunts  and  a  "field  day". 

When  prizes  did  abound, 

We  had  oodles  of  fun  at  a  taffy  pull 

And  were  the  most  "stuck-up"  kids  around. 

Our  appetites  were  ferocious 
From  swimming  and  games  of  ball, 
K.P.  was  no  little  item. 
But  they  filled  us — big  and  small! 

Our  Reverend  Father  Thibeau 
Was  welcomed  with  delight; 
As  musical  entertainer. 
He  kept  enthusiasm  at  its  height. 

We  were  blessed  with  fine  weather  and  sunshine, 
But  there's  one  day  we'll  never  forget — 
Caught  in  a  rainstorm  off  Paddy's  Island — 
Oh,  brother,  did  we  get  wet! 

We  had  a  camp  fire  on  the  sandy  beach. 
With  ghost  stories  your  blood  would  chill, 
Next  morning  it  was  a  sight  for  angels, 
As  the  altar  railings  we  hastened  to  fill. 

They  entertained  us  royally 
With  picnics,  plays,  games  and  roasts. 
So  "hats  off"  to  St.  Joseph's,  at  Medford, 
We  offer  it  a  heartfelt  toast. 

Another  camp  year  is  ended. 

We  are  sunburned,  relaxed  and  gay, 

We  think  of  the  fun  at  bed-time. 

And  remember  the  Camp  when  we  pray. 


ALWAYS   FORGIVE   YOUR   ENEMIES;  NOTHING  ANNOYS  THEM  MORE. 


A  RELIGIOUS  VOCATION  IS  A  TREASURE 
OF  GREAT  PRICE  ...  DO  NOT  LOSE  IT! 


WEEKLY  CONFESSION: 

Choose  a  prudent  zealous  Confessor: 
be  entirely  candid  with  him, 

FREQUENT  COMMUNION: 

This  Living  Bread  fosters  and  strengthens  religious 
vocations  most  wonderfully. 

BE  A  LOVER  OF  PRAYER: 

Prayer  is  the  key  to  obtain  every  grace. 
"Ask  and  you  shall  receive,"  says  Jesus. 

DAILY  DEVOTION  TO  MARY: 

Mary  is  the  Mother  of  Divine  Grace. 
All  graces  pass  through  her  hands. 

READ  ONLY  EXCELLENT  BOOKS: 

There  is  a  hidden  poison  in  many  modern  books. 


ASSOCIATE  ONLY  WITH  THE  VIRTUOUS: 

KEEP  THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE  WORLD  FROM  YOUR  HEART: 


"For  all  that  is  in  the  world  is  the  concupiscence 
of  the  flesh,  of  the  eyes,  and  the  pride  of  life." 
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THE  LiniE  FLOWER  .  .  .  AND  CANADA 


ON  DECEMBER  14,  1927,  the  Little  Flower, 
then  recently  canonized,  was  named  by  the 
Church  Patroness  of  the  Missions,  with  the  same 
standing  as  Saint  Francis  Xavier.  This  act  of  the 
Holy  See  created  a  mild  astonishment  in  ecclesiast- 
ical circles.  That  a  humble  little  Carmelite  should 
become  the  Patroness  of  the  missions  throughout 
the  world  was  indeed  very  unusual. 

It  is  interesting  to  know  that  Canada  had  played 
a  part  in  this  pronouncement  of  the  Holy  See.  In 
1912,  the  Oblates  of  Mary  Immaculate  took  upon 
themselves  the  apostolate  to  the  Eskimos  in  the  far 
North.  Father  Turquetil — future  Vicar-Apostolic  of 
Hudson  Bay — and  Father  Leblanc  were  the  first 
missionaries  to  go  into  the  far  North.  They  estab- 
lished themselves  at  Chesterfield  Inlet.  For  years 
they  had  no  success  whatever.  Even  their  Bishop 
ordered  them  to  close  the  mission  and  come  back. 
Yet  Father  Turquetil  had  his  heart  set  on  these 
poor  people,  left  alone  in  the  bleak  north.  One  day 
he  received  in  mail  from  France  a  small  "Life"  of 
the  Little  Flower,  his  compatriot  from  Normandy. 
He  took  quite  an  interest  in  that  Life  and  began  to 
pray  to  her  for  success  in  his  work  with  the  Eskimos. 
In  1916,  a  great  change  came  over  the  mission. 
People  became  interested  in  the  Catholic  Faith, 
asked  for  Baptism,  and  became  good  Christians. 

This  transformation  was  the  work  of  grace,  and 
undoubtedly  the  Little  Therese  had  something  to 
do  with  it  through  her  intercession.  Had  she  not 
promised  that  she  would  spend  her  life  showering 
dovm  the  roses  of  her  apostolic  zeal  on  the  missions 
of  the  Catholic  Church  at  large? 

Bishop  Ovide  Charlebois,  O.M.I.,  who  had  sent 
Father  Turquetil  to  the  Eskimos  attributed  its  suc- 
cess to  the  Little  Flower.  He  became  an  ardent 
promoter  of  her  cause. 

Later  on,  while  in  Rome,  the  Bishop,  in  a  long 
interview  with  His  Holiness,  Pope  Pius  XI,  asked 


him  to  proclaim  the  Little  Flower  Patroness  of  the 
missions.  This,  naturally,  was  a  very  extraordinary 
demand,  for  after  all,  his  missions  were  only  a  part 
of  a  great  field  the  Church  cultivates  throughout 
the  world. 

The  Pope  asked  Bishop  Charlebois  to  get  a 
petition  signed  by  the  Canadian  Hierarchy.  This  he 
did,  and  then,  encouraged  by  the  response  from 
His  Holiness,  he  sent  his  petition  throughout  the 
world,  and  asked  the  Bishops  to  give  their  consent 
to  having  little  Therese  of  Lisieux  the  patroness  of 
all  mission  areas.  When  this  petition  was  presented 
to  the  Holy  Father,  he  submitted  it  to  the  Congrega- 
tion for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith  and  to  the  Con- 
gregation of  Sacred  Rites.  The  Congregation  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Faith  turned  dowm  the  request. 
In  the  Congregation  of  Sacred  Rites,  only  its  Pre- 
fect, Cardinal  Sincero,  voted  for  it.  The  Pope  then 
said,  "I  will  settle  it  myself",  and  he,  as  Head  of  the 
Church,  proclaimed  the  Little  Flower  patroness  of 
all  the  missions  throughout  the  Church. 

It  is  thus  that  the  Church  in  Canada,  through 
her  missions  to  the  Eskimos  and  through  the  zeal  of 
Bishop  Charlebois,  was  responsible  for  this  pro- 
clamation of  the  Holy  See.  No  doubt  the  Little 
Flower  looks  down  smilingly  on  the  mission  field  of 
Canada. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  confide  to  her  all  their  mis- 
sions from  Newfoundland  to  Vancouver,  from  Fargo 
into  the  far  North.  May  she  shed  upon  those  missions 
the  roses  which  she  promised  when  dying — those 
roses  which  will  spread  the  good  odor  of  Christian 
virtue  among  the  people  whom  we  are  called  to 
serve. 


THE  miSH,  LIKE  THE  PRESENCE  OF  GOD,  ARE  TO  BE  FOUND  EVERYWHERE. 
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SILVER 


JUBILEES 


TWO  SISTERS  OBSERVE 
ANNIVERSARY  OF  PROFESSION 

ON  THE  FEAST  OF  ST.  THERESA,  our  Sister 
General,  Sister  Mary  Quinn,  celebrated  the 
Silver  Jubilee  of  her  profession.  Great  were  the  pre- 
parations for  October  15th,  and  greater  still  the 
celebrations  which  began  with  High  Mass,  sung  by 
Father  McGuinness,  C.Ss.R.,  and  which  continued 
through  the  day.  There  were  telegrams  and  greetings, 
flowers  and  gifts,  a  play.  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  and  a  Jubilee  dinner  at  which  Father 
Daly  presided. 

Father  extended  his  congratulations  and  those 
of  the  entire  Community  to  Sister  General  and  ex- 
pressed the  wish  of  all  the  Sisters  for  continued  hap- 
piness in  the  Master's  Service,  and  their  thanks  for 
Sister's  devotion  to  them  and  to  the  work  of  the 
Community  through  the  years. 

In  Montreal,  Sister  Agnes  Heam  was  receiving 
her  share  of  congratulations  and  greetings  for  her 
Silver  Jubilee.  The  boys  and  girls  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  Auxiliary  Club  also  joined  in  the  celebrations 
in  Sister's  honour. 

To  the  Jubilarians  we  extend  our  wishes,  and 
we  unite  with  them  in  thanksgiving  to  God  for 
Twenty-Five  full  years  in  His  service. 

VANCOUVER  MISSION 

MARKS  25  YEARS  OF  SERVICE 

"Jubilate  Deo  ..."  The  joyous  strains  of  Mon- 
signor  Ronan's  composition  ushered  in  our  Silver 
Jubilee  Triduum.  In  the  early  morning  of  the  Feast 
of  St.  Theresa  the  Sisters  and  girls  assembled  in  our 
Chapel  where  the  altar,  beautiful  with  bronze  mums 
and  coloured  vigil  lights,  was  prepared  for  High 
Mass.  The  celebrant,  Reverend  Father  Burns,  of  the 
Oblate  Order,  entered  the  sanctuary  and  the  Sacri- 
fice of  Thanksgiving  began.  The  choir  sang  the 
Proper  of  the  Mass  "Dilexisti"  and  the  beautiful 
Gregorian  Ordinary — "Cum  Jubilo." 


Panegyric  by  Father  Burns 

After  the  first  Gospel  Father  Bums  paid  a  glow- 
ing tribute  to  the  service  given  by  our  Community 
during  the  twenty-five  years  of  its  existence  in  Van- 
couver. Father  told  us  we  should  not  judge  by  tangi- 
ble success  alone,  for  much  will  be  known  only  in 
eternity.  He  said  in  part:  "You  will  hear  much  in 
the  next  few  days  about  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  Vancouver.  Some  will  extol  their  social 
work,  others  their  catechetical  work,  while  others 
may  emphasize  their  immigration  work.  I  would  like 
to  pay  a  tribute  to  their  prayers."  Father  continued 
to  speak  of  the  power  of  the  Sisters'  prayers  and  said 
that  every  priest,  at  some  time  in  his  ministry,  has 
personal  experience  of  the  grace  obtained  for  a 
particular  soul  through  the  prayers  of  the  Sisters. 

As  he  spoke  our  thoughts  turned  gratefully  to  the 
blessings  showered  upon  us  through  the  years  and 
the  motet  sung  at  the  Offertory — "Quid  retribuam 
Domino" — gave  full  expression  to  our  gratitude,  for 
"What  shall  we  render  to  the  Lord  for  all  that  He 
hath  given  to  us?"  Truly  we  must  praise  Him  and  as 
we  sang  the  "Te  Deum"  at  the  end  of  Mass  we  knew 
that  every  Sister  who  had  served  on  this  mission 
would  be  with  us  in  spirit. 

Congratulatory  Messages 

Yes,  we  had  proof  that  others  shared  our  joy. 
During  breakfast  telegrams  arrived;  one  from  our 
Founder,  Father  George  T.  Daly,  C.Ss.R..  another 
from  Sister  Church  who,  with  Sister  Gertrude  Walsh, 
opened  Vancouver  Mission.  This  meeting  came  all 
the  way  from  Newfoundland.  A  lovely  letter  from 
Sister  General  in  the  morning  mail  made  the  day  just 
perfect. 


IT  IS  GOOD  SOMETIMES  TO  GET  INTO  HOT  WATER;  IT  KEEPS  YOU  CLEAN. 
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Jubilee  Mass  in  Cathedral 

On  Saturday,  October  16th,  our  many  friends 
both  religious  and  lay  were  present  at  our  Silver 
Jubilee  Mass  celebrated  in  Holy  Rosary  Cathedral. 
The  High  Altar  and  Our  Lady's  Shrine  were  a  blaze 
of  autumnal  colour.  Right  Rev.  T.  M.  Nichol,  V.G., 
representing  His  Excellency,  Archbishop  Duke,  ex- 
tended congratulations  to  the  Order  and  especially 
to  the  Sisters  of  Service  on  Vancouver  mission  for 
the  achievements  of  the  past  twenty-five  years. 

More  Words  of  Praise 

Mention  was  made  of  the  security  offered  by 
our  Residential  Club  to  the  young  girl  coming  alone 
to  the  City  for  the  first  time,  freed  from  parental  in- 
fluence, yet  so  greatly  in  need  of  guidance;  of  the 
seasonal  catechetical  work  conducted  by  the  Sisters, 
both  in  the  city  and  in  rural  parishes  where  the 
children  attend  public  schools;  of  the  welcome  ex- 
tended by  the  Sisters  to  our  New  Canadians  upon 
their  arrival  and  the  encouragement  offered  them 
during  their  trying  months  of  adjustment. 


It  was  pleasant  after  Mass  to  meet  so  many 
friends,  some  former  residents  we  had  not  seen  in 
years,  others  again  who  are  in  constant  touch  with 
us  and  who  wished  to  be  with  us  at  our  time  of 
rejoicing.  We  accompanied  the  Religious  for  light 
refreshments  to  Holy  Rosary  Hall,  which  had  been 
tastefully  decorated  by  our  C.Y.O.  friends.  The 
beautiful  Jubilee  Cake,  donated  by  our  Baker,  was 
the  centre  of  attraction  with  its  white  and  silver  frost- 
ing. Reverend  John  Stewart,  Rector  of  the  Cathedral, 
as  well  as  other  members  of  the  clergy,  extended 
felicitations. 

Jubilee  Tea  and  Jubilee  Gift 

On  the  afternoon  of  Sunday,  October  17th,  a 
Silver  Jubilee  Tea  was  held  at  our  Residential  Club. 
This  was  convened  by  Mrs.  Michael  McCaffrey, 
Archdiocesan  President  of  the  C.W.L.,  assisted  by 
the  Sisters  of  Service  Auxiliary.  This  was  indeed  a 
proud  day  for  the  Auxiliary,  marked  by  the  presen- 
tation of  their  Jubilee  Gift  to  the  Sisters — a  1954 
Marian-blue  Dodge  Crusader!  Strenuous  effort  and 


Sister  Tyszko  Receives  Keys  of  Crusader 
THE  MAN  WHO  DOESN'T  KNOW  HIS  OWN  MIND  HASN'T  MISSED  MUCH. 
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S.O.S.  Admire  the  Jubilee  Cake 


careful  planning  had  really  brought  together  sufficient 
funds  to  make  the  purchase  and  here  it  was — ad- 
mired by  the  constant  stream  of  visitors  as  they 
entered  or  left  our  home. 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  afternoon  pervaded  with 
greetings  and  good  wishes  of  many,  many  friends. 
To  the  Ladies  of  the  League  and  our  Auxiliary  we 
are  most  grateful. 

Back  to  everyday  life  we  are  making  good  use 
of  the  car.  A  few  days  ago  we  transferred  a  Jugo- 
slavian woman,  with  all  her  baggage,  from  the  Im- 
migration Building.  She  came  from  Europe  and  was 
joined  here  by  her  daughter  from  Ocean  Falls.  We 
were  glad  to  use  the  car  in  their  service.  May  the 
Crusader  help  us  in  our  work  for  God  and  Souls. 

S.O.S.  Vancouver 


Crusader  Starts  Mission  Work 


NEWS  BRIEFS  FROM  FARGO,  N.D. 

Our  little  Community  in  Fargo  had  the  happy 
privilege  of  assisting  at  Mass  celebrated  by  His 
Excellency  Archbishop  Muench  in  our  own  Convent 
chapel  on  October  26th.  His  Excellency  was  ac- 
companied by  Monsignor  Howard  Smith.  After  Mass 
we  breakfasted  together  and  had  an  enjoyable  visit. 

*  ^  H: 

We  were  also  favoured  in  having  Bishop  Dwors- 
chak  offer  Mass  in  our  chapel  on  The  Opening  Day 
of  the  Correspondence  School.  On  that  day  1400 
lessons  in  religion  were  sent  out  to  boys  and  girls  in 
rural  districts  of  the  Fargo  Diocese. 

*  *  * 

Recently  seven  Carmelite  Sisters  of  the  Ancient 
Observance  arrived  in  Fargo  en  route  to  Wahpeton 
where  they  will  estabish  a  new  unit  of  their  cloistered 
Order  in  the  former  St.  Mary's  Hospital  property. 
It  will  be  called  the  Carmel  of  Mary.  Two  of  our 
Sisters  had  the  interesting  experience  of  driving 
to  Wahpeton  with  the  Carmelites  and  being  present 
at  the  Opening  Mass,  celebrated  by  Bishop  Dwors- 
chak. 

*  *  * 

On  October  2nd  a  new  program  was  initiated  for 
our  Saturday  afternoons,  that  of  teaching  in  two 
rural  parishes — Hillsboro  and  Hunter.  We  leave 
Fargo  at  12:45  p.m.  by  car  with  Miss  Mary 
Ziemetz,  who  teaches  the  5  and  6  year  olds.  Mary 
is  an  active  member  of  the  Legion  of  Mary  (Presi- 
dent this  year),  but  she  finds  time  to  help  out  in  the 
work  of  teaching  religion.  We  teach  in  Hillsboro 
from  2  to  3  and  in  Hunter  from  4  to  5,  returning 
home  at  6:15  ready  for  a  good  supper. 

*  *  * 

Ten  Grade  VIII  students  from  St.  Anthony's 
Parish  volunteered  to  give  an  hour  of  their  time 
every  Monday  after  school  to  fold  lessons,  stamp 
envelopes,  etc.  Also  Mrs.  Dan  Beaton,  a  lady  from 
the  parish,  gives  two  hours  on  Thursday  mornings 
typing  addresses,  writing  short  notes,  etc.  We  are 
grateful  for  this  invaluable  assistance. 

*  *  * 

On  October  19th  we  lost  a  generous  benefactor 
— Mr.  Roy  Gilcreast.  He  and  Mrs.  Gilcreast  have 
been  indeed  helpful  and  thoughtful  of  our  needs, 
often  arriving  at  our  front  door  with  fruit,  vege- 
tables, flowers,  stamps,  etc.  May  he  rest  in  the 
peace  of  Him  Who  said:  "If  you  did  it  to  one  of  the 
least  of  these  .  .  .  ". 

*  *  * 

During  the  past  summer  we  taught  in  ten  centres 
and  instructed  487  children. 

*  *  * 

Catechism  lessons  have  been  resumed  after  Mass 
on  Sundays  in  Argusville.  The  congregational  sing- 
ing of  the  Mass  of  the  Angels  is  devotional  and 
inspiring,  and  all  realize  that  the  two  years  of  pre- 
paratory work  was  well  worth  while. 
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NEWSCAST  FROM  MANNING 


OCTOBER 

Hear  thy  children  gentlest  mother 

Prayerful  hearts  to  thee  arise 

Hear  us  while  our  evening  Ave 

Soars  beyond  the  starry  skies. 
With  a  hymn  on  our  hps  and  a  prayer  in  our 
hearts  we  began  the  second  half  of  the  Marian  Year 
at  Rosary  School.  Everyone  realized  the  Marian 
Year  meant  doing  something  special  for  Our  Lady. 
Our  pastor  inaugurated  the  Five  First  Saturdays  in 
the  parish  and  the  numbers  attending  Mass  on  this 
day  show  that  there  is  real  devotion  to  Our  Lady 
here — devotion  that  has  the  Mass  as  its  center. 

In  order  to  have  the  children  do  their  part  in 
honoring  Our  Mother,  it  was  decided  to  celebrate 
the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Rosary  in  a  special  manner — 
with  a  pageant  "The  Story  of  Fatima",  in  two 
scenes.  This  pageant  was  presented  outdoors,  at  the 
east  end  of  the  school  grounds  where  there  is  located 
a  very  convenient  hill.  As  the  days  of  preparation 
flew  by  the  leaves  flew  with  them  and  we  realized 
that  we  would  have  to  settle  on  an  early  date.  The 
first  of  October  was  the  day  chosen.  The  girl  who 
was  privileged  to  portray  Our  Lady  looked  very 
beautiful  as  she  appeared  on  the  hillside  in  an 
arbour  of  evergreens,  the  sun  catching  the  gold  of 
her  costume.  (The  design  for  this  costume  was 
copied  from  our  school  statue  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima 
which  guards  the  entrance). 

The  pageant  opened  with  the  hymn  "Hear  Thy 
Children  Gentlest  Mother"  sung  by  a  chorus  of 
fifty  voices.  Then  came  the  first  scene — the  first  ap- 
parition of  Our  Lady  to  the  children  of  Fatima,  fol- 
lowed by  another  hymn.  Then  was  enacted  the  second 
part  of  the  play  wherein  over  one  hundred  children 
portrayed  the  marvellous  events  which  took  place  in 
Fatima  on  the  day  of  the  miracle  of  the  Sun.  This 
scene  was  most  beautiful  and  affecting  and  closed 
with  the  singing  of  "Ave  Maria"  by  the  children's 
choir. 

NOVEMBER 
The  New  School 

When  we  say  "the  new  school"  we  really  mean 
the  addition  to  the  already  existing  one.  Schools,  after 
the  usual  fashion  of  public  institutions,  usually 
prove  too  small  for  their  purpose.  Rosary  School 
was  no  exception.  Shortly  after  the  opening  everyone 
started  thinking  and  talking  of  "the  new  school". 

Business  in  this  direction  got  under  way  about 
a  year  ago  with  a  public  meeting  of  the  Battle  River 
Catholic  Educational  Association.  His  Excellency 
Bishop  Routhier  made  a  special  trip  to  Manning  to 
attend  this  meeting  and  to  give  his  support  and 
encouragement  to  the  Catholics  of  the  Battle  River 
Country.  There  was  an  excellent  attendance  of  both 

IT  IS  WORTHY  OF  NOTE  THAT 


men  and  women  at  this  meeting,  showing  the  great 
interest  these  parents  have  in  securing  a  Catholic 
education  for  their  children.  At  the  end  of  the  meet- 
ing, during  which  it  was  discussed  and  agreed  upon 
that  free  labour  would  be  given  in  the  building  of  the 
new  school,  the  Bishop  spoke  in  his  usual  kind  and 
sympathetic  manner,  urging  all  to  continue  this 
magnificent  work  that  had  been  so  well  begun. 

The  blue  prints  for  the  new  addition  called  for 
two  more  classrooms,  an  auditorium,  science  room, 
visual  aid  room,  janitor  and  supply  rooms —  this 
new  wing  to  be  joined  by  a  corridor  to  the  existing 
school.  At  this  date  of  writing,  the  outside  of  the 
new  building  is  finished,  the  grey-white  stucco  with 
sparkling  blue  stones,  the  white  gables  and  the  blue 
roof  make  a  beautiful  picture  to  those  who  dreamed 
this  dream.  The  school  will  be  completely  finished 
and  ready  for  use  in  September  of  next  year  and  it 
will  then  be  one  of  the  most  up-to-date  schools  in 
the  Division. 

During  the  past  few  months  we  have  been  liv- 
ing to  the  tune  of  the  steam  shovel  and  other  kindred 
machinery.  The  town  fathers  are  installing  water- 
works, sewer  pipes,  reservoir,  etc  and  the  Govern- 
ment is  building  a  splendid  new  bridge  across  the 
Notikewin  River  that  runs  through  our  town. 

While  all  this  goes  on  the  students  of  Rosary 
School  are  also  looking  to  the  future.  The  Students 
Union,  having  pledged  their  help  in  buying  equip- 
ment for  the  new  school  are  engaged  in  various 
fund-raising  activities.  Satisfying  a  two-fold  purpose 
— to  realize  the  motto  "Bring  Christ  Back  Into 
Christmas"  and  to  help  the  new  school,  the  pupils 
are  selling  Catholic  Christmas  cards.  They  are  also 
sponsoring  several  social  affairs,  designed  to  make 
money. 

DECEMBER 

The  pre-Christmas  activities  began  with  the 
lighting  of  the  first  candle  in  the  Advent  wreath 
by  the  youngest  child  in  school — a  five-year  old 
girl.  All  the  pupils  gathered  to  recite  the  Rosary 
that  day,  led  by  Rev.  Father  DeChamplain.  After 
the  Rosary,  Father  gave  a  little  talk  to  the  children 
on  the  spiritual  aspect  of  Advent.  During  the  month, 
the  wreath  had  an  honored  place  in  each  class  in 
turn.  When  the  time  came  for  lighting  the  second 
candle  we  chose  the  youngest  boy  in  the  school.  He 
was  delighted  with  the  honor  and  still  more  so  when 
he  learned  that  His  Excellency  Bishop  Routhier 
would  be  present  that  day  to  visit  the  school  and  lead 
the  Rosary.  The  oldest  girl  lit  the  third  candle  and 
the  oldest  boy  the  fourth.  Many  of  our  pupils  are 
of  European  descent  and  the  Advent  wreath  is  a 
religious  custom  in  their  own  homes. 

IMPROVEMENT  BEGINS  WITH  "I" 
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CHRISTMAS  AT  THE  PORT  OF  HALIFAX 


THE  CHRISTMAS  SEASON  at  this  port  on  the 
Atlantic  is  made  a  particularly  happy  time  for 
the  immigrants  who  land,  which  means  a  very  special 
welcome  is  given  to  them  in  the  form  of  small  gifts 
from  a  large  table  on  which  stands  a  brilliantly 
lighted,  decorated  Christmas  tree. 

Gifts  for  All 

To  each  child  is  given  a  toy  and  a  bag  of  candy, 
from  the  tiniest  babe  in  arms  to  the  adolescent — too 
suddenly-grown-tall  to  hold  out  an  expectant  hand, 
yet  still  too  young  to  disguise  the  hopeful  eyes! 
Cuddly  toys  for  the  babies,  dolls,  sewing  kits  and 
other  housekeeping  toys  for  the  girls  (with  the  ex- 
ception of  the  few  who  prefer  mechanical  toys  or 
carpenter  sets!).  For  the  boys,  balls,  guns  and  oh 
joy!  the  odd  Roy  Rogers  set! 


The  mothers  and  women  receive  oranges  and 
daintily  wrapped  parcels  containing  soap  and  face 
cloth.  The  men  are  given  apples,  soap  and  occasion- 
ally shaving  equipment  . 

All  these  gifts  are  distributed  by  a  team  of 
women,  representing  the  various  organizations,  each 
assigned  to  the  different  gifts.  Of  course  the  most 
sought  after  position  is  giving  out  presents  to  the 
children,  especially  if,  knowing  the  several  languages, 
one  is  able  to  question  the  little  ones.  It  is  amusing 
to  hear  the  likes  and  dislikes!  Very  often  the  mothers 
must  speak  for  their  shy  little  ones,  and  then  prompt 
the  "thank  you"  which  is  spoken  in  so  many  dif- 
ferent languages;  German,  Dutch.  English,  Italian 
etc.  Even  passengers  who  are  not  immigrants  are 
delighted  to  receive  these  little  tokens  of  the  Christ- 
mas spirit. 


S.O.S.  and  Ladies  of  the  C.W.L.  Prepare  Christmas  Gifts  for  immigrants 
THE  MAN  WHO  DOES  NO  MORE  WORK  THAN  HE'S  PAID  FOR  ISNT  WORTH  WHAT  HE  GETS. 
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Where?  Who? 

We  know  the  questions  in  your  mind  are  "Wliere 
do  you  get  all  these  gifts?  Who  makes  it  possible  for 
you  to  play  Santa  to  so  many  people?"  And  that 
is  what  we  want  to  tell  you  about. 

The  various  churches  and  groups  which  comprise 
the  port  social  service  share  in  supplying  all  that  is 
given  away.  These  groups  collect  and  receive  dona- 
tions from  their  various  affiliated  groups,  and  they 
are  most  generous. 

We  are  interested  here  mainly  in  the  Catholic 
contributions.  These  are  given  by  the  various  sub- 
divisions of  the  Catholic  Women's  League  in  the 
diocese  and  in  the  province.  Their  system  is  to  have 
each  member  bring  three  articles  to  the  October 
meeting,  a  good  toy,  a  toilet  article  and  a  religious 
article.  The  religious  article  is  given  out  during  the 
year  to  any  Catholic  who  may  be  in  need  of  it.  These 
good  women  also  share  in  the  expense  of  buying 
candy  and  fruit  to  be  given.  Besides  helping  us  as 
they  do  during  the  year  to  distribute  papers  and 
religious  articles,  at  Christmas  time  two  women  take 
their  turn  with  the  other  groups  in  distributing  the 
gifts.  They  also  give  freely  of  their  time  in  bagging 
the  candy  and  wrapping  the  soap,  etc.  This  is  a 
work  which  only  the  members  from  this  province 
can  adequately  appreciate  and  understand,  and 
they  are  truly  assisting  the  Church  (and  us!)  to 
contribute  Her  share. 

We  would  like  to  mention  another  interesting 
angle.  It  was  decided  to  begin  giving  these  gifts  to  the 
immigrants  on  the  ship  arriving  here  on  the  twenty- 
first  of  December,  and  to  continue  over  the  New 
Year  to  all  ships  arriving  during  that  peroid.  That 
meant  the  passengers  on  two  large  Italian  boats 
coming  on  the  eighteenth  and  nineteenth  would  not 
receive  anything,  though  some  of  these  people  would 
scarcely  reach  their  destinations  before  Christmas. 
As  always,  our  obliging  Italian  Consul,  Mr.  Rorai, 
volunteered  to  supply  toys  and  candy  for  all  these 
children.  So  we  made  a  hurried  trip  uptown  and 
bought  out  most  of  one  toy  department!  Mrs.  Rorai 
and  another  always  helpful  woman,  Mrs.  Stein,  both 
of  whom  speak  Italian,  took  time  to  come  and 
present  the  gifts.  And  so  parents,  children  and  botii 
these  good  women  shared  in  the  blessings  of  "Gesu 
Bambino." 

May  we  say  too,  that  if  there  is  a  kinder,  more 
generous  and  wholly  self-sacrificing  man  than  our 
Italian  Consul,  Mr.  Angelo  Rorai,  we  have  not  met 
him!  To  him  it  is  not  simply  a  job,  it  is  a  genuine 
interest,  a  sympathetic  sharing  of  all  tlie  Italians' 
troubles  and  joys. 

Do  you  still  wonder  when  we  say  that  the  Christ- 
mas season  at  this  Atlantic  port  is  a  particularly 
happy  time? 


Mr.  Angelo  Rorai,  Italian  Consul 
with  his  wife  and  daughter 

A  Christmas  Wish 

We  wish  you  could  be  there  to  feel  the  happy 
spirit  that  prevails  and  the  bond  it  makes,  bridging 
the  gap  between  old  land  and  new.  We  wish  you 
could  see  the  smiles,  even  the  tears,  of  suddenly 
touched  hearts.  We  wish  you  could  hear  the  chil- 
dren's laughter,  their  happy  chatter.  \'es,  we  wish 
.  .  .  wish  .  .  .  wish  you  could  share  our  port 
Christmas  with  us,  we  know  you  would  never  forget 
it. 

Halifax  Port  Worker 


A  WORD  OF  ADVICE:  DON'T  GIVE  IT. 
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Our  Christmas  Crib 

As  the  mighty  oak  has  its  beginning  in  the  small 
acorn,  so  also  many  an  enterprise  springs  from  a 
small  idea.  That  small  idea  was  the  origin  of  our 
outdoor  crib.  This  is  how  it  happened. 

Sister  Superior  said,  "I  have  been  thinking  a 
great  deal  lately  of  how  we  can  help  put  Christ  into 
Christmas.  Have  you  any  ideas?"  Through  a  long 
evening,  we  talked  and  debated  over  many  sugges- 
tions. Generally,  it  was  felt  than  an  Outdoor  Crib 
would  best  accomplish  our  purpose. 

Having  progressed  this  far,  the  next  point  was 
how  to  reach  the  desired  goal.  Sister  R.  was  to  go 
to  the  City  the  following  week,  so  it  was  decided 
that  she  make  enquiries  and,  if  possible,  bring  back 
with  her  all  the  necessary  material.  Sister  contacted 
many  companies  in  person  and  by  'phone  until  the 
project  began  to  look  hopeless.  As  a  last  resort, 
she  approached  the  Hook  Advertising  Company. 
Yes,  they  had  something  that  might  serve  the  pur- 
pose. It  was  a  poster  which  consisted  of  nine  pieces, 
and  when  erected,  measured  eighteen  by  twenty 
feet.  They  would  be  pleased  to  send  it  to  Edson 
gratuitously.  The  offer  was  gratefully  accepted. 

Now  that  we  had  come  this  far,  the  next  question 
was  how  could  it  be  set  up?  Mr.  Grant,  the  engineer, 
was  called  in  on  the  discussion.  He  suggested  a  sign 
board  in  the  corner  of  the  front  lawn  to  which  the 
pieces  might  be  pasted.  The  paper  hangers  would 
do  that. 

As  we  had  no  lumber,  we  asked  Father  Shalla  if 
he  had  any  he  could  spare.  Father  generously  donated 
the  required  kind  and  amount,  Mr.  Grant  built  the 
background,  and  on  the  vigil  of  Christmas,  the  paper 
hangers  arrived.  It  was  so  windy  they  could  not 
handle  the  paper.  Many  prayers  went  flying  up 
to  heaven  that  the  wind  might  calm  down.  It  did. 
The  men  made  a  beautiful  job  of  the  hanging  and 
donated  their  services. 

The  next  people  to  come  on  the  scene  were  the 


Outdoor  Crib,  Edson 


electricians  who  placed  three  large  spot  lights  over 
the  scene.  Pine  trees  and  bushes  were  gathered  and 
placed  around  it.  A  snow  flurry  gave  the  desired 
results.  As  you  can  see  by  the  photo,  the  figures 
were  life  size.  We  were  all  so  pleased  with  our  pro- 
ject and  many  people  who  saw  it  must  have  been, 
too,  because  one  of  them  took  the  trouble  to  take  the 
photo  and  sent  it  to  us — gratis! 

Catholic  Hospital  Conference   of  Alberta 

"A  change  is  as  good  as  a  rest".  Though  we 
were  not  looking  for  either,  we  were  told  we  would 
be  attending  the  Catholic  Hospital  Conference  of 
Alberta — we,  being  an  office  worker  and  a  nurse — 
both  greenhorns  at  public  meetings.  This  one  proved 
to  be  our  introduction  to  some  Communities  of 
Sisters  we  did  not  know,  seeing  changes  in  the  habits 
of  others,  and  hearing  of  changes  still  to  be  made. 
It  was  entertaining  and  educating  to  try  to  attach 
names  to  the  various  Sisterhoods.  Meeting  old 
friends  was  a  happy  experience. 

The  programme  was  an  interesting  one.  Espe- 
cially did  we  benefit  from  the  Administration  Group 
Discussion.  Here,  to  her  dismay,  my  companion 
found  she  was  to  be  the  leader  of  a  group.  Try  as  she 
would  to  get  out  of  it,  she  still  found  herself  up 
on  the  platform,  speaking  over  the  "mike",  and 
presenting  the  results  of  our  discussion.  At  these 
"Group"  meetings  we  found  the  answer  to  many 
of  our  questions.  Here,  too,  we  found  that  our  prob- 
lems were  also  the  problems  of  others,  and  together 
we  simplified  them. 

During  the  Conference  we  were  addressed  by 
the  Mayor  and  by  the  Chaplain  of  the  Conference. 
The  gist  of  the  Mayor's  address  was  "Measure 
yourself  by  what  you  give  to  others".  The  Chaplain, 
in  a  booster  talk,  said,  "Sisters,  in  general,  are  all 
talking  about  how  busv  they  are.  Yes,  we  know  it 
is  true".  And  he  went  on  to  say,  "Why  shouldn't  you 
be?  Isn't  that  why  you  dedicated  your  life — to  be 
busy  for  the  Lord — to  die  if  necessary?" 

You  did  a  good  job,  Father.  Many  of  us,  we 
feel  sure,  re-dedicated  our  lives  to  God  and  thanked 
Him  that  we  were  busy.  And  we  from  Edson  were 
quite  agreed  that  the  two  days  of  convention  had 
passed  very  quickly  and  that  Conferences  were  not 
such  bad  ideas  after  all. 

Catechism  Classes 

Religious  instruction  classes  opened  again  in 
September  and  about  sixty  children  enrolled — which 
shows  the  growth  of  our  small  town  of  Edson.  We 
have  two  classes — the  Juniors,  from  four  to  nine 
years,  and  the  Seniors,  from  nine  to  thirteen.  This 
year,  we  are  taking  for  our  prograqi,  in  both  groups, 
the  Study  of  Prayer  and  the  Promises  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  This  we  are  supplementing  with  picture 
stories  from  Father  Heeg's  chart  "Jesus  and  I",  and 
with  project  books  on  the  same  subjects. 


WHAT  THE  WORLD  NEEDS  IS  A  GOOD  LOUD-SPEAKER  FOR  THE  STILL,  SMALL  VOICE. 
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A  HOSPITAL  CHRISTMAS  IS  DIFFERENT 


JINGLE  BELLS,  JINGLE  BELLS!"  Santa 
jingled  his  hand-bell  uncertainly  and  said: 
"You  know,  I've  never  done  this  before.  I'm  not 
at  all  sure  how  to  act." 

"Oh,  you'll  be  fine."  said  the  doctor's  wife,  as 
she  gave  a  finishing  pat  or  two  to  the  red  costume. 
"Just  laugh  a  lot  and  wish  them  all  Merry  Christmas. 
The  youngsters  will  think  you're  grand." 

Santa  was  not  too  reassured.  Despite  many  re- 
sponsible posts  admirably  filled,  to  say  nothing  of 
his  successful  fathering  of  six  grown  and  growing 
daughters,  he  was  nervous.  But  we  finally  got  him 
downstairs  to  the  waiting  children  and  the  Christmas 
Season  was  officially  launched  in  Vilna. 

It  was  Sunday  afternoon  and  the  members  of 
the  Hospital  Auxiliary  had  been,  at  least  figurative- 
ly, "decking  the  halls  with  boughs  of  holly"  for 
several  hours  before  Santa's  debut.  Patients  wan- 
dered about  supervising,  suggesting  and  helping 
with  the  decorating.  The  record-player  filled  the 
house  with  familiar  Christmas  music.  The  AuxiUary 
members  were  happy  to  help  and  we  were  happy  to 
have  them.  Some  hung  garlands,  some  hung  wreaths, 
some  stuck  "Frosties"  in  windows  and  some  made 
place-cards  for  trays  and  decorated  tray-covers 
with  gay  cut-outs  from  old  cards.  Finally  the  cor- 
ridor and  wards  were  decorated  except  for  a  few 
last  touches;  the  children  of  the  parish  had  gone 
home  happily  clutching  their  candy  and  gifts  from 
Santa  Claus,  and  the  latter,  perspiring  profusely, 
had  crept  out  from  under  his  red  and  white  costume 
and  his  padding  of  pillows. 

"All  was  quiet,  all  was  still,"  as  we  entered  the 
final  few  days  of  expectation  of  the  Divine  Messiah. 
On  the  day  before  Christmas  Eve  our  Bishop  called 
to  give  us  his  Christmas  message  personally;  his 
deep  sincerity  moved  us  to  a  more  intensified 
preparation  for  the  birth  of  Christ  in  our  own 
hearts. 

Then  it  was  Christmas  Eve.  The  chapel  was 
hushed  and  ready  for  the  Little  King.  In  the  hospital, 
facing  the  front  door  was  a  "blue"  Crib.  All  the 
figures  were  blue  and  the  work  of  Sylvia  Daoust. 
The  set  was  a  gift  to  us  from  a  Mission  Group  in 
Valois,  Quebec.  On  the  tree  around  this  crib  there 
were  only  blue  lights  set  in  clear  plastic  reflectors, 
and  over  the  whole  tree  there  was  Angel  Hair  with 
its  fine  lacey  effect.  The  blue  lights  could  be  seen  far 
down  the  road  and  the  comments  on  the  ensemble 
were  gratifying.  Each  of  the  wards  had  its  own  crib. 
One  is  amazed  at  how  much  these  little  cribs  mean 
to  patients  and  more  amazed  at  the  ignorance  of  the 
Christmas  Story  which  one  encounters. 

Very  early  on  Christmas  morning  Santa  came 
to  the  patients.  It  was  a  synthetic  Santa  peeping 
out  of  a  simulated  brick  chimney  which  was  run 
around  to  the  wards  on  the  little  cart  which  normally 


holds  the  suction.  Each  patient  received  a  gift  from 
the  Auxiliary  and  one  from  the  Sisters.  At  breakfast 
each  tray  had  a  small  cardboard  crib,  a  souvenir 
of  Christmas  in  Our  Lady's  Hospital.  We  had  very 
few  patients  which,  strangely  enough,  makes  Christ- 
mas a  less  happy  day  for  the  patients.  It  tends  to 
be  lonely  if  there  are  only  a  few,  whereas  a  full 
hospital  means  more  to  get  together  for  meals, 
special  radio  programmes,  opening  of  gifts,  etc. 
However,  our  patients  always  seem  to  enjoy  them- 
selves and  by  evening  when  the  gaily  decorated  trays 
have  been  admired  and  their  contents  consumed,  we 
usually  receive  many  expressions  of  gratitude  from 
patients.  One  young  woman  thanked  us  for  "the 
best  Christmas  of  my  life,  Sister." 

Surprise  for  the  Sisters 

For  some  years  past  the  Sisters  have  entertained 
the  members  of  the  Hospital  Auxiliary  at  Tea  during 
Christmas  week.  This  year,  though  we  did  not 
realize  it,  the  tables  were  turned  and  the  Sisters 
were  the  ones  entertained.  This  is  the  story. 

It  all  started  with  a  request  to  borrow  a  sewing 
machine.  The  lady  whose  machine  was  borrowed 
thought  to  herself,  and  later  expressed  her  thought 
to  others,  that  the  Sisters  should  have  a  good  ma- 
chine. And  the  campaign  was  on!  Letters  were 
mimeographed  and  sent  around  to  all  the  residents 
of  the  district,  asking  for  one  dollar  and  requesting 
that  nothing  be  said  to  the  Sisters  about  the  project. 
The  response  was  truly  wonderful.  The  letter  stated 
that  though  many  things  had  been  done  for  the 
hospital,  nothing  had  ever  been  done  for  the  Sisters. 
When  one  old  gentleman  made  his  contribution  he 
said:  "Someone  should  have  thought  of  this  years 
ago." 

Meanwhile  we  proceeded  with  plans  for  the 
Christmas  Tea,  sent  the  invitations,  did  the  baking, 
decorated  the  laundry  and  finally  the  day  arrived. 
The  Tea  was  scheduled  for  3  to  5  p.m.  When  at 
1:30  people  who  had  not  been  invited  began  to 
arrive,  some  concern  was  felt.  As  the  number  of 
uninvited  rose,  so  did  the  concern — particularly  re- 
garding the  elasticity  of  the  food  supply,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  lack  of  space.  When  a  guest  came  and 
asked  the  Sisters  who  were  busy  as  bees  in  the  kit- 
chen to  come  to  the  laundry  for  a  moment,  at  least 
one  of  us  was  really  indignant,  though  she  managed 
to  conceal  it  as  she  went  with  the  rest  to  the  laundry. 
Once  there  we  were  paraded  to  seats  of  honour  and 
for  some  moments  nothing  happened.  The  indignant 
one  was  having  considerable  difficulty  concealing 
her  indignation  as  she  looked  over  the  crowd  to  be 
fed  and  thought  of  tea  and  coffee  spoiling  in  the 
kitchen.  She  learned  later  that  her  struggle  for 
composure  was  quite  obvious  and  had  tickled  the 
funny-bones  of  more  than  one  among  those  present, 
(continued  on  page  16) 
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THE  WEST  RE-VISITED 

By  Thomasina  Kwinas 


y/QISTER,  I  am  making  arrangements  for  you  to 
O  go  West  for  a  visit  with  your  brother."  The 
words  were  spoken  to  me  by  our  Sister  General, 
and  they  brought  tidings  of  great  joy  to  me  and  to 
my  priest-brother,  now  pastor  of  St.  Mary's  Church, 
Ladysmith,  B.C.  Fifteen  years  ago,  when  I  made 
my  first  acquaintance  with  Western  Canada,  Father 
was  engaged  in  mission  work  further  north  on  Van- 
couver Island  and  I  had  never  seen  his  present  par- 
ish. On  that  occasion  I  started  a  little  earlier,  re- 
mained a  little  longer  and  returned  a  little  sooner. 
(For  details,  see  "Field  at  Home"  of  October  1939). 

On  The  Way  Out 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  on  the  evening  of  the 
Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary  I  left  Tor- 
onto, via  C.P.R.,  with  a  through  ticket  to  Vancouver. 
I  was  fortunate  enough  to  have  a  companion  as  far 
as  Winnipeg.  Sister  J.  was  on  the  way  to  Fargo  and 
we  were  able  to  get  accommodation  on  the  same 
sleeping  car. 

The  journey  was  pleasantly  uneventful,  except 
that  I  proved  the  near-miraculous  efficacy  of 
"Gravol",  the  recently  recommended  remedy  for 
air,  sea,  or  train  sickness.  For  years  I've  been  noted 
as  the  Community's  worst  traveller.  When  accom- 
panying a  Sister  to  the  train,  after  seeing  her 
settled  I'd  get  off  with  a  sigh  of  relief  and  the  whis- 


pered ejaculation:  "Thank  God,  it's  she — not  me!" 
(with  more  regard  for  rhyme  than  grammar).  Nat- 
urally, therefore,  I  was  not  anticipating  the  travel 
part  of  the  trip  with  any  degree  of  pleasure.  However, 
I  had  heard  marvellous  reports  to  the  effect  that 
"Gravol"  was  effective  in  99  cases  out  of  100,  so  I 
fervently  hoped  that  I  would  be  included  in  the 
favoured  ninety-and-nine. 

On  retiring  I  swallowed  two  little  "Gravols"  and 
next  morning  my  awakening  was  followed  by  the 
blissful  realization  that  I  was  not  in  the  least  bit 
sick.  Hardly  daring  to  believe  this  good  fortune,  I 
dressed  without  discomfort  and  when  Sister  J. 
asked  if  we  should  go  to  the  diner  for  a  cup  of  coffee 
I  said,  "Sure,  I  feel  wonderful."  On  studying  the 
menu  I  decided  to  order  a  full  breakfast  to  test 
the  powers  of  Gravol  to  the  limit.  I  ate  the  breakfast 
and  I  wasn't  sick,  so  I  say  to  all  fearful  travellers: 
"Take  Gravol  and  defy  train  motion." 

"Pleasant  View,"  Regina 

Regina  was  my  first  stop-over.  The  Superior  of 
our  religious  correspondence  centre  in  that  city 
met  me  at  the  station,  and  I  learned  that  the  whole 
Regina  Staff  was  enjoying  a  week's  relaxation  at 
Regina  Beach.  The  two  of  us  spent  the  night  in  the 
Convent  and  early  next  morning  one  of  the  Fathers 
from  the  Cathedral  drove  us  to  the  Beach,  where 
we  were  welcomed  by  the  rest  of  the  S.O.S.  family, 
including  Sisters  D.  and  P.  of  Sinnett  mission.  Father 
said  Mass  for  us  in  the  village  church  and  after- 
wards we  had  a  jolly  breakfast  at  "Pleasant  View" 
cottage.  With  my  arrival  the  number  of  S.O.S.  rose 
to  nine.  As  all  of  us  were  singers  and  the  majority 
had  been  in  the  Mother  House  choir  at  one  time  or 
another,  we  had  a  most  enjoyable  sing-song  after 
the  noon  siesta.  It  rained  constantly,  but  we  were  in 
a  glass-windowed  porch,  looking  down  on  the  lake, 
so  the  view  remained  "pleasant".  When  night  came 
we  were  faced  with  a  problem — two  double  beds  in 
rooms  inside,  two  double  beds  in  the  porch,  with 
nine  sisters  to  be  accommodated.  But  we  all  had  a 
comfortable  night's  sleep! 

Mountains  and  More  Mountains 

The  journey  from  Regina  to  Vancouver  yields 
one  outstanding  memory — Rocky  Mountains. Much 
has  been  said  and  written  of  these  snow-capped 
giants,  with  their  sun-kissed  peaks  rising  heaven- 
wards through  drifting  clouds.  But  no  words,  spoken 
or  written,  can  adequately  describe  the  magnificent 
panorama — a  feast  of  beauty  forythe  eyes  of  both 
body  and  soul.  One  can  only  gaze  in  adoring  silence 
before  this  glorious  evidence  of  the  creative  power 
of  our  God. 
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A  noteworthy  incident  was  the  meeting  in  the 
diner  with  an  interesting  fellow-passenger — Mr. 
Stephen  Breen,  editor  of  "Scapular"  magazine.  Mr. 
Breen  is  also  the  author  of  "Recent  Apparitions  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin",  a  best-seller  among  the  popular 
"Lumen"  books,  and  he  was  kind  enough  to  give 
me  an  autographed  copy,  which  remains  a  prized 
souvenir  of  a  pleasant  chance  meeting.  Among  other 
items  of  world  travel,  Mr.  Breen  mentioned  that 
when  returning  from  Rome  he  brought  with  him  a 
suitcase  containing  20,000  medals  blessed  by  the 
Holy  Father.  But  what  1  found  most  interesting 
was  the  fact  that  Mr.  Breen  will  soon  be  Rev.  S. 
Breen,  as  he  is  now  in  his  third  year  of  theology  at 
Our  Lady  of  the  Angels  Seminary,  Niagara  Falls. 

Welcome  to  Ladysmith 

At  Vancouver  I  was  met  by  our  Sisters  and  had 
the  pleasure  of  spending  an  hour  or  two  at  the  Con- 
vent before  catching  the  noon  boat  to  Nanaimo,  at 
which  point  Father  had  arranged  to  meet  me.  At 
the  dock  I  was  delighted  to  find  two  Sisters  of 
Charity  (Sister  Superior  and  companion)  who  were 
returning  to  Ladysmith.  As  these  Sisters  have  charge 
of  the  parish  school  and  had  kindly  offered  me 
hospitality  for  the  duration  of  my  stay  in  Ladysmith, 
this  was  a  welcome  opportunity  to  get  acquainted. 

Father  was  at  the  dock  at  Nanaimo  with  his  car 
and  we  were  soon  speeding  along,  listening  with 
interest  to  the  many  plans  Father  had  up  his  sleeve 
to  make  my  stay  in  his  parish  full  and  unforgettable. 
On  arrival  at  Ladysmith  our  first  pleasant  duty  was 
a  visit  to  St.  Mary's  Church  to  say  "Thank  you"  for 
a  safe  journey  across  Canada.  An  almost  life-size 
statue  of  Our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help  above  the 
altar  made  me  feel  perfectly  at  home  immediately. 
After  admiring  the  new  pews  and  trying  out  the 
recently-installed  Minshall  Organ,  we  went  over  to 
the  Convent  where  the  Sisters  of  Charity  (true  to 
their  beautiful  name)  took  me  into  their  home  and 
into  their  hearts,  receiving  me  as  one  of  their  very 
own. 

Events  to  Remember 

Too  much  time  and  too  much  space  would  be 
required  to  tell  of  the  many  enjoyable  outings  and 
excursions  that  filled  the  days  that  followed  with 
so  many  happy  memories.  It  will  suffice  to  note  a  few 
of  them.  At  odd  moments  Father  took  me  around 
to  visit  various  parishioners  and  it  did  my  heart 
good  to  note  such  plentiful  evidence  of  their  devo- 
tion to  their  pastor — a  devotion  which  he  appreciates 
and  returns  in  full  measure. 

Victoria.  Our  first  drive  over  the  Malahat  to  the 
island  captial  was  made  through  rain  and  fog,  for 
which  B.C.  has  acquired  a  certain  notoriety.  This 
did  not  prevent  us  from  enjoying  whatever  scenery 
was  visible,  and  I  was  particularly  enchanted,  on 
reaching  the  city,  with  the  flower  pots  full  of  flower- 
ing shrubs  which  decorated  the  electric  light  poles. 


Life-Saving  Helicopter 


Port  Angeles,  U.S.A.  After  early  Mass  and 
breakfast.  Father,  Sister  Superior  and  I  set  out  for 
Victoria  to  catch  the  ten  o'clock  boat  to  Uncle 
Sam's  territory.  An  enchanting  hour  and  a  half 
on  the  water  brought  us  to  the  dock  at  Port  Angeles. 
After  a  bit  of  aimless  wandering  around,  we  eventu- 
ally made  our  way  to  the  Catholic  Church — Our 
Lady  of  the  Angels — a  newly-built  gem  of  liturgical 
magnificence,  in  charge  of  the  Benedictine  Fathers. 
The  pastor  had  evidently  never  seen  a  Sister  of  Ser- 
vice before.  After  looking  me  over  from  head  to  foot 
he  remarked:  "Well,  that's  the  most  sensible  religious 
habit  I  ever  saw  in  my  life."  After  lunch  this  kind 
son  of  St.  Benedict  said  he  would  take  us  for  a  drive 
and  soon  we  were  away  out  on  the  peninsula  at  the 
entrance  to  the  U.S.  Coast  Guard  Service  Headquar- 
ters. Permission  was  asked  and  obtained  for  us  to 
enter,  with  the  stipulation  that  we  be  accompanied 
by  one  of  the  coastguards.  We  were  delighted  to  find 
our  escort  was  a  fine  young  Catholic  by  the  name 
of  Gerry  Jones.  He  didn't  look  more  than  20,  but 
we  discovered  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon  that 
he  has  a  wife  and  four  children. 

We  were  allowed  to  inspect  all  the  life-saving 
apparatus  at  close  range,  even  the  airplanes  and 
helicopters  used  for  rescuing  those  in  danger  of 
drowning.  I  was  particularly  interested  in  examining 
a  B17  fortress  bomber  used  in  the  last  war,  and 
learning  how  and  where  the  bombs  were  stored  and 
dropped  on  enemy  targets.  We  also  climbed  up  a 
winding  staircase  to  the  observation  tower  from 
which  a  look-out  is  kept  for  boats  or  persons  in 
distress.  After  this  instructive  and  delightful  ex- 
perience we  were  driven  to  the  docks  to  catch  our 
boat  to  Victoria.  Steaming  across  the  water  at  sun- 
set was  another  enchanting  picture  for  memory's 
storehouse. 

(continued  on  page  1 5) 
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Vacation  School  Activities  in  IVIanitoba 

This  summer  (may  I  call  it  Our  Lady's  Summer?) 
flew  by  and  we  did  a  bit  of  flying,  too.  It  promised  to 
be  a  summer  of  added  importance  as  His  Grace, 
Archbishop  Pocock,  was  coming  to  confirm  the 
pupils. 

On  the  morning  of  July  5th  Sister  M.  and  I 
loaded  our  "artillery"  into  the  car,  locked  the  convent 
door  and  drove  off.  A  few  miles  up  the  road  we  pick- 
ed up  some  of  Sister's  excited  little  pupils.  Leaving 
Sister  and  her  class  at  Finns,  I  turned  towards  Felsen- 
dorf,  twenty  miles  distant.  Having  taught  there  last 
year,  I  was  greeted  by  many  familiar  faces,  plus  a 
few  new  ones.  It  was  grand  to  hear  them  sing  again 
the  hymns  we  had  learned  last  summer.  I  can  stiU 
see  one  little  man  of  about  nine  trying  vainly  to  hold 
back  the  tears  when  we  looked  at  a  picture  of  Our 
Lord  nailed  to  the  Cross  "with  big  spikes,  Sister".  Oh, 
I  hope  he  remembers  that  all  his  life!  Another  day 
we  were  reviewing  what  we  had  learned  about  Our 
Lady  and  the  Marian  Year.  "What  year  is  this?  And 
don't  say  1954,"  I  warned.  The  Little  girl  was  at  a 
loss,  but  not  for  long.  "1953"  she  answered!  Sunday 
came,  and  with  it  Our  Lord  in  the  Blessed  Eucharist 
to  the  First  Communicants. 

Next  day  Sister  and  I  hit  the  trail  for  Fraserwood 
and  Meleb.  To  honour  Our  Lady  the  pupils  made 
little  grottoes  of  paper  plates — colouring,  shaping, 
and  cutting  them.  A  cut-out  picture  of  Our  Lady  was 
put  inside.  To  finish  it  off  the  girls  made  tiny  Kleenex 
flowers  to  place  around  Our  Lady's  picture.  The 
children  were  delighted  with  the  result  of  the  artistic 
effort  and  proudly  carried  them  home  to  hang  in 
their  bedrooms. 

(continued  on  page  16) 


Confirmation  Class 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

"BEHOLD  THE  HANDMAID".  The  Story  of  our 
Blessed  Mother.  Geo.  A.  Pflaum,  Publisher,  Inc. 

38  West  Fifth  Street,  Dayton  2,  Ohio.  Full  colour. 
Single  copy  25c.  On  orders  for  20  or  more — 15c 
each. 

The  story  of  Our  Blessed  Mother  is  here  told 
in  comic  book  form — the  popular  form  which  can 
make  even  abstract  lessons  more  easily  understood. 
Young  and  old  alike  should  welcome  this  version  of 
the  edifying  "life"  of  the  Mother  of  God. 

"Behold  the  Handmaid"  reverently  tells  of  the 
all-important  phases  in  the  life  of  the  greatest  woman 
of  all  time.  Over  200  beautiful  illustrations  by  Paul 
Eismann  enhance  the  story.  It  is  truly  an  effective 
presentation  that  should  be  highly  popular,  coming 
as  it  does  at  the  end  of  the  Marian  Year,  but  its 
timeless  quality  should  make  it  a  perennial  for  many 
possible  uses.  It  provides  an  excellent  example  of 
how  to  make  use  of  the  medium  of  the  "comic  book" 
to  present  important  religious  facts  accurately,  effec- 
tively and  in  the  best  taste. 

*    *  * 

OUR  LADY  COLOR  BOOK  SERIES— Grail  Pub- 
lications, St.  Meinrad,  Indiana.  Ten  color  books, 
Price  25c  each  book. 

The  ten  books  comprising  "Our  Lady  Color 
Book  Series"  from  Grail  Publications  of  St.  Meinrad, 
Indiana,  include  the  stories  of  five  better-known 
apparitions  of  Our  Lady — Guadalupe,  La  Salette, 
Lourdes,  Fatima,  Miraculous  Medal — and  five  of 
which  we  in  North  America  know  less — Pontmain, 
Knock,  Beauraing,  Pellevoisin  and  Bannaux. 

As  the  titles  would  indicate,  these  books  are  for 
children,  although  the  text  by  Mary  Fabyan  Win- 
deatt  would  hold  the  interest  of  any  adult.  The 
chapters  comprise  only  one  page  facing  an  illustra- 
tion for  colouring.  These  drawings,  done  by  Gedge 
Harmon,  are  clear  and  broad  enough  to  accommo- 
date even  the  strokes  of  a  very  small  child,  so  that  the 
whole  series  could  be  used  in  kindergarten,  with 
the  teacher  reading  the  story,  or  in  the  grade  schools 
as  a  religious  project. 

The  price  of  25c  a  copy  is  very  reasonable  for 
the  material  presented  although  it  may  be  prohibitive 
in  most  catechetical  work.  However,  there  is  a  dis- 
count for  quantity  orders,  and  catechists  would  do 
well  to  inquire  into  these  if  they  are  looking  for  a 
project  on  the  Apparitions  of  Our  Lady.  Any  one 
book  would  be  an  ideal  gift  at  any  time  to  any  child, 
and  mothers  would  find  them  easy  read  at  bedtime 
and  captivating  for  "Little  mischiefs"  during  the  day. 

(continued  on  page  16) 
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mm  urn  for  Christmas  iai  a  correspondence  school 


Timely  Warning 

//^NLY  FOUR  WEEKS,  three  and  half  days 
\aJ  to  Christmas,  Sister  Superior."  This  "time 
bomb"  was  dropped  suddenly  on  the  quiet  of  noon 
recreation  by  our  good  Sister  G.,  who  obligingly 
keeps  the  Community  informed  on  all  matters  con- 
cerning dates  such  as  feast  days,  fast  days,  end  of 
term  dates,  any  extraordinary  changes  in  the  Ordo, 
and  so  on.  We  all  looked  concerned  to  the  degree 
in  which  our  duties  required  specific  and  early  pre- 
parations for  Christmas.  Sister  Superior  replied:  "Is 
it  that  near?  Well,  well!  I  guess  it's  time  we  started 
getting  ready."  Thus,  more  or  less  officially,  opened 
the  Christmas  Season  at  "  85th  Street." 

$64  Question— What  shall  We  give  Them? 

First  of  all.  there  had  to  be  decided  what  to 
give  the  children  this  year.  We  give  each  of  our 
almost  1,500  families  some  little  Christmas  re- 
membrance— something,  of  course,  that  will  get  into 
lesson  envelopes.  After  what  might  be  called  a  Staff 
Conference  (aided  by  religious  store  catalogues)  we 
finally  decided  on  cardboard  Nativity  scenes.  By 
the  numerous  remarks  that  appeared  on  the  incoming 
lessons  for  the  next  few  weeks — "Thank  you,  Sister, 
for  the  crib;"  "We  sure  like  our  picture";  "We  are 
glad  you  sent  us  the  scene  of  Jesus  in  Bethlehem" — 
we  knew  we  had  made  a  happy  choice. 

Gifts  for  the  Archbishop 

Another  part  of  getting  ready  for  Christmas  con- 
sisted of  attending  to  the  Archbishop's  gift  from  the 
rural  children  of  the  Archdiocese.  Each  year  His 
Grace  is  presented  with  a  sum  of  money  approxi- 
mating $150  towards  the  Seminary.  It  is  donated 
chiefly  through  little  sacrifices  by  children  of  the 
Archdiocese  who  are  pupils  of  the  S.O.S.  Religious 
Correspondence  School.  Together  with  their  littb 
monetary  gifts,  the  children  make  some  spiritual 
offerings  for  His  Grace's  intentions.  These  are  pre- 
sented to  him  in  the  form  of  a  Spiritual  Bouque<^. 
This  year  we  also  had  the  pupils  write  personal 
letters  to  their  Archbishop.  Specially  decorated  sheets 
of  paper  had  to  be  prepared  and  were  sent  out  for 
each  child  to  use  for  his  or  her  letter.  Their  letters 
were  returned  to  the  Correspondence  Office  where 
they  accumulated  by  the  hundreds.  A  few  days  be- 
fore Christmas  they  were  sent  to  the  book  binders 
and  made  a  fat,  two-inch-thick  book  which  accom- 
panied the  Semmary  cheque  and  spiritual  offering 
to  the  episcopal  residence  on  Christmas  Eve.  That 
these  simple  gifts  pleased  His  Grace  we  know  from 
the  kindly  letter  he  later  wrote  to  the  children  ex- 
pressing his  appreciation  and  gratitude. 

Week-End  Pupils  Not  Forgotten 

Most  of  the  Sisters  on  the  Staff  have  week-end 
catechism  classes — some  of  them  two — with  various 


groups  of  public  school  children  in  or  near  the  city. 
Some  sort  of  a  little  Christmas  surprise  had  to  be 
arranged  for  each  one's  little  darlings.  So,  during 
the  busy  days  in  the  week  "before  the  last  class" 
Christmas  paper,  ribbon  and  stickers  were  very  much 
in  evidence.  At  recreations  the  table  looked  like 
one  of  those  in  Santa's  work-shop  with  Santa's 
"little  helpers"  (some  of  them  big)  printing  names  of 
good  children,  wrapping  cardboard  Bethlehems, 
pasting  "good"  stickers  carefully  saved  from  last 
year's  Christmas  parcels.  Besides,  or  better  perhaps 
before,  the  material  gifts,  each  Sister  out-did  her- 
self to  prepare  a  specially  striking  and  fruitful  Christ- 
mas lesson  for  her  class  so  that,  for  a  little  while  at 
least,  the  story  ancient  but  ever  new,  of  how  God 
showed  His  great  love  for  man,  might  stand  out  fore- 
most in  the  minds  of  her  pupils  to  bear  fruit  in  a 
devout  Christmas  Confession  and  Communion. 

S.O.S.  Personal  Preparations 

During  the  days  just  prior  to  December  25th, 
though  the  Advent  purple  in  the  chapel  reminded 
us  that  it  was  still  a  penitential  season,  the  Christ- 
mas spirit  had  definitely  taken  over  in  all  departments 
of  the  Convent.  The  Sister  in  charge  of  the  kitchen 
had  out  all  her  cook-books  looking  up  her  special 
recipes  and  making  us  all  glad,  by  the  delightful 
odours  that  issued  from  the  kitchen,  that  Christmas 
would  "soon  be  here"  as  the  children  say.  Any 
available  space  in  the  now  not  quite  so  busy  Corres- 
pondence Office  was  used  for  the  boxes  of  decora- 
tions for  tree  and  house,  which  had  made  their 
annual  appearance  from  the  attic.  Every  window 
flaunted  a  bright  red  wreath  against  its  snowy 
curtains. 

Christmas  Eve  at  last!  All  was  in  readiness  for  a 
happy  Christmas  Season  at  the  Correspondence 
School.  A  sweet  peace  pervaded  the  chapel  where 
all  our  best  in  chapel  equipment  was  in  use  and 
where  Mary  and  Joseph  knelt  quietly  waiting  near 
the  wee  empty  Crib  for  the  Desired  of  Nations,  Who 
soon  would  lie  there.  In  the  refectory  the  table,  too, 
was  laid  out  with  our  best.  Here,  mail  whose  reading 
had  been  sacrificed  during  the  Advent  Season,  was 
stacked  at  each  Sister's  place.  Plates  gave  evidence 
that  soon  we  would  be  sampling  some  of  the  goodies 
which  a  few  days  before  had  heralded  their  making 
by  their  spicy  and  appetizing  odours.  A  gay  little 
Christmas  Tree  stood  proudly  in  the  Convent  re- 
ception room — all  decorated  and  ready  for  the  par- 
cels Santa  would  soon  place  under  it. 

As  "lights  out"  sounded  and  we  all  "settled  our- 
selves for  a  long  winter's  nap"  we  realized  that  four 
weeks,  three  and  a  half  days  ago,  it  was  time  we 
started  getting  ready  for  Christmas.  We  were  thank- 
ful to  Sister  G.  for  getting  us  off  to  an  early  start! 

S.O.S.  Edmonton 
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Saskatoon  says  •  •  • 


A  rather  presumptuous  heading  for  an  article 
written  in  the  name  of  fourteen  girls  whose  home 
towns  range  from  Moose  Jaw  to  Vilna,  Alberta,  you 
say?  Perhaps.  But  we  feel  we  can  speak  as  true 
Saskatonians  now  because  S.O.S.  has  become  our 
other  home. 

At  the  supper  table  to-night  I  conducted  a  survey 
the  purpose  of  which  was  to  discover  the  most  apt 
adjectives  for  our  collective  attitude  toward  life  at 
942  Saskatchewan  Crescent  East.  The  findings  of 
this  one-girl  investigation  committee  were  as  follows: 
.  .  .  good  food  .  .  .  ideal  location  .  .  .  reasonable 
rules  .  .  .  friendly  housemates  .  .  .  wonderful  atmos- 
phere. It  was  generally  agreed  also  that  the  little 
extra  things  the  Sisters  do  for  us  certainly  do  mean 
a  lot,  for  instance,  a  glass  of  hot  lemonade  when 
someone  feels  a  cold  coming  on.  We  remembered  the 
wiener  roast  down  by  the  riverside;  the  almost  night- 
ly sing-song  after  supper;  the  mad  dash  for  the  phone 
when  and  if  it  rings;  the  frequent  "gab  and  giggle" 
sessions  when  we  congregate  in  each  other's  rooms. 
We  reflected  gratefully  on  the  birthday  parties,  Hal- 
lowe'en, St.  Valentine's  Day  and  special  feast  day 
suppers  the  kind  Sisters  treat  us  to  so  often. 

"How  good  they  are  to  us",  we  suddenly  realized. 
They're  always  ready  with  what  we  need  whether  it 
be  an  ink  eraser  or  a  helpful  word  of  advice.  They 
let  us  study  in  the  living  room,  in  the  dining  room 
or  almost  any  place  we  wish. 

Several  colleges  are  represented  at  S.O.S.  this 
year.  Three  of  the  girls  are  in  Education;  we  have 
a  girl  in  Nursing  and  two  more  in  Home  Economics; 
there  is  an  aspirant  to  lab  technology,  another  to 


law  and  a  third  to  the  field  of  writing;  we  have  one 
honest-to-goodness  teacher  and  the  other  four  girls 
are  in  Arts  and  Science. 

Some  of  us  bowl  every  Saturday  afternoon  while 
others  go  in  for  curling.  We  have  Glee  Club  on  Tues- 
days and  Choir  on  Sundays  as  well  as  Drama  on  Fri- 
days and  sometimes,  oh  but  rarely,  we  study! 

But  not  on  Sunday  nights!  We  never  study  on 
Sunday  nights,  for  that  is  Newman  Night.  Once  a 
year  the  House  of  S.O.S.  is  in  charge  of  the  program 
for  a  particular  Sunday  evening  down  at  Newman 
Club.  Planning  ahead,  we've  already  paraphrased 
a  popular  song  for  our  forthcoming  stellar  perform- 
ance. It  goes  like  this  to  "Down  By  The  Riverside:" 

There  are  fourteen  girls  at  S.O.S. 

Down  by  the  riverside  (way  down);  down  by  the 

riverside 
Phone  91693,  that's  us, 

Down  by  the  riverside  (way  down);  down  by  the 
riverside. 

As  if  this  extremely  tricky  lyric  weren't  enough, 
the  song  is  sung  in  three  parts  with  Watson,  Sask. 
holding  up  the  alto  and  Regina  chiming  in  with  her 
pseudo-base. 

And  so  it  is  a  busy  life,  an  active  life,  a  life  full 
of  fun  and  good  humour  as  well  as  hard  work  and 
prayer.  We  realize,  perhaps  not  fully,  but  often,  how 
very  privileged  we  are  to  have  a  chapel  right  here 
in  the  house. 

In  the  manner  of  a  good  investigator,  I  added 
together  all  this  data  and  the  answer  was  truly  this: 
We're  known  at  Newman  Club  as  the  S.O.S.  girls 
— and  we're  proud  of  it! 

Helen  Ogle 


Gerald  Fraser,  Prize-Winner 


PKOIHISini(i  RYCROFT  MUSIC  PUPILS 

In  late  October  the  Western  Board  of  Music  held 
its  annual  Peace  River  country  recital  in  the  Rycroft 
community  hall.  Eleven  young  musicians  received 
awards  for  success  in  their  June  examinations  in 
pianoforte  playing. 

Two  of  the  students  were  pupils  of  Sister  Phillips 
of  Rycroft.  Gerald  Fraser,  the  lad  who  received 
three  of  the  five  prizes  offered  to  Rycroft  students, 
was  awarded  the  Catholic  Women's  League  prize 
for  being  considered  the  "most  promising  pupil  in 
Rycroft"  and  one  of  the  local  Home  and  School 
Association  prizes  for  highest  marks  in  Grades  1  to  3 
Western  Board  examinations.  He  also  received  a 
silver  medal  for  having  obtained  the  highest  marks 
in  Grade  2  in  the  Province  of  Alberta. 

Miss  Pat  Pender  received  the  E.B.  ^t.  Jean 
prize  awarded  for  the  highest  marks  in  sight  reading 
and  ear  test,  both  a  part  of  the  pianoforte  examina- 
tion. Pat  received  full  marks. 
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THE  WEST  RE-VISITED 

(continued  from  page  11) 

Kuper  Island.  Here  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann  have 
an  Indian  Residential  School  and  both  home  and 
school  are  within  a  few  yards  of  the  salt  water.  One 
sunny  afternoon  Father,  four  Sisters  of  Charity,  and 
I  drove  to  Chemainus  and  took  the  boat  to  Kuper. 
At  the  dock  we  were  surprised  to  see  four  Sisters  of 
St.  Ann  coming  on  board.  They  were  old  and  new 
appointees  to  Kuper  mission.  I  noticed  a  young  Sis- 
ter looking  at  me  frequently  with  a  most  interested 
expression.  Presently  she  came  over  beside  me  and 
said:  "All  my  life  I've  wanted  to  meet  a  Sister  of 
Service  and  this  is  my  first  opportunity."  "What 
caused  you  to  be  so  interested?"  I  enquired.  "Be- 
cause", she  replied,  "I  received  all  my  rehgious 
instruction  by  correspondence  from  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  Edmonton,  and  I've  always  wanted  to 
know  what  they  looked  like." 

At  Kuper  the  Sisters  gave  us  all  a  hearty  wel- 
come. As  most  of  the  children  were  away  on  holiday, 
it  was  possible  to  take  us  all  through  the  house  and 
the  imposing  new  school  just  erected  by  the  Govern- 
ment for  their  protegees,  with  every  convenience 
for  both  teachers  and  pupils.  The  ocean  view  through 
the  large  glass  window  is  unexcelled,  but  it  is 
probably  lost  on  some  of  the  Indians! 

At  sundown  supper  was  served  on  a  wooden 
table  beside  the  water.  The  Sisters  of  St.  Ann  had 
arranged  the  seats  so  that  the  visiting  Sisters  would 
be  facing  the  water.  But  when  grace  was  said  and  we 
sat  on  the  benches  which  were  attached  to  the  table, 
the  weight  of  the  visitors  turned  out  to  be  far  in 
excess  of  that  of  the  residents  with  the  result  that 
table  and  food  tipped  perilously  towards  the  former 
and  the  food  was  rescued  only  by  prompt  action  on 
the  part  of  the  Sisters  nearest  it.  The  seating  ar- 
rangement had  then  to  be  adjusted  according  to 
avoirdupois  rather  than  scenery. 

Comox.  When  in  this  part  of  the  world  in  1939 
I  lived  with  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  at  Comox  Hos- 
pital, so  both  Father  and  I  felt  that  a  return  visit 
to  this  beauty  spot  was  a  "must"  for  both  of  us.  We 
set  out  shortly  after  breakfast  and  arrived  there  in 
time  for  lunch  and  a  hearty  welcome  from  the 
Superior  and  Sisters.  At  lunch  I  was  puzzled  by 
something  familiar  about  one  of  the  Sisters  and  was 
agreeably  surprised  when  she  told  me  she  was  the 
nurse  who  had  taken  me  to  the  X-Ray  Department 
in  St.  Michael's  Hospital  last  Fall.  So  small  a  world! 
In  the  evening  Father  visited  with  old  friends  and 
I  enjoyed  a  most  entertaining  recreation  with  the 
Sisters.  Next  day  I  renewed  acquaintance  with  well- 
remembered  scenes  of  beauty  and  after  lunch  we 
returned  to  Ladysmith. 

Extension.  This  is  a  "ghost"  town,  served  spir- 
itually by  the  pastor  of  Ladysmith.  In  days  of  old  it 
was  a  thriving  logging  centre;  now  the  parish  con- 
sists of  a  few  old  people  and  a  handful  of  children. 


Father  goes  there  every  Saturday  morning  to  say 
Mass  and  hear  Confessions.  Two  Sisters  accompany 
him  to  teach  religion  to  the  children.  I  went  along 
one  Saturday  and  received  quite  a  surprise  when 
Father  announced:  "Catechism  will  be  taught  the 
children  immediately  after  Mass.  Sister  Superior 
will  take  the  juniors  and  Sister  A.  (meaning  me)  will 
take  the  seniors."  Not  having  taught  children  for  the 
last  20  years  and  having  no  idea  what  these  little 
ones  knew  or  didn't  know,  this  caused  me  no  little 
consternation.  But  a  swift  cry  to  the  Holy  Spirit  for 
help  brought  to  my  mind  that  Father  had  mentioned 
on  the  way  out  that  some  of  the  children  didn't  seem 
to  be  sure  of  the  Act  of  Contrition.  Beginning  with 
"O  my  God,"  I  went  over  it  phrase  by  phrase,  ex- 
plaining the  words  with  appropriate  stories,  etc.  The 
little  ones  listened  eagerly,  with  strict  attention. 
When  I  reached  "amend  my  life,  amen,"  the  allotted 
time  was  up. 

Our  Lady  of  Sorrows.  One  of  the  highlights  of 
my  days  in  Ladysmith  was  a  High  Mass  sung  on 
the  evening  of  September  15th  in  honour  of  Our 
Lady  of  Sorrows.  It  was  my  first  opportunity  to 
attend  an  evening  Mass  and  I  was  deeply  impressed. 
The  Church  was  crowded  and  there  were  an  edifying 
number  of  communicants.  Father  said  afterwards 
some  of  them  must  have  thought  it  was  a  holy  day. 

On  The  Way  Back 

Days  passed  only  too  quickly  and  soon  I  found 
myself  again  in  Vancouver,  my  face  now  turned 
Eastward.  I  had  permission  to  spend  a  day  or  two 
at  each  mission  along  the  way  and  my  stay  in  Van- 
couver was  indeed  pleasant.  The  sun  shone  brightly 
(the  first  time  in  weeks  I  was  told),  and  I  had  the 
opportunity  of  spending  some  hours  at  a  cottage 
which  had  been  loaned  to  "the  Sisters  for  a  few  weeks. 
This  cottage  is  ideal,  equipped  with  every  city  con- 
venience and  yet  right  beside  the  salt  water — near 
enough  to  hear  the  water  lapping  on  the  shore  at 
any  hour  of  the  day  or  night.  An  unforgettable  Van- 
couver memory  is  walking  across  the  suspension 
bridge  at  Capilano  Canyon — a  thrilling  experience, 
especially  when  one  reaches  the  middle  and  the 
bridge  sways  perilously! 

Leaving  Vancouver,  via  C.N.  this  time  for 
variety,  I  proceeded  homeward  by  slow  stages,  stop- 
ping off  for  a  day  or  two  at  each  S.O.S.  mission 
along  the  line — Edson,  Edmonton,  (two  houses), 
Saskatoon,  Winnipeg  and  Camp  Morton.  Everywhere 
the  Sisters  welcomed  me  heartily,  and  it  was  a  joy 
to  see  them  all  so  happy  and  busy  in  the  Master's 
Vineyard.  I  knew  them  all,  which  is  one  of  the  com- 
pensations of  spending  most  of  one's  religious  life 
at  the  Mother  House. 

And  so  at  last  came  the  final  lap  of  the  journey 
— Winnipeg  to  Toronto,  where  I  arrived  in  time  to 
be  present  for  the  celebration  of  our  Sister  General's 
Silver  Jubilee  of  Religious  Profession,  details  of 
which  are  given  elsewhere  in  this  issue. 


NO  ONE  IS  ENTIRELY  USELESS.  EVEN  THE  WORST  OF  US  CAN  SERVE  AS  A  HORRIBLE  EXAMPLE. 
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New  Magazine  For  The  Laity 

Conception,  Mo.  Rev.  Maur  Burbach,  O.S.B 
will  head  the  editorial  staff  of  a  liturgical  review  for 
the  laity,  "Altar  &  Home,"  it  was  announced  here. 
The  fact  that  no  such  review  exists  in  North  Amer- 
ica reveals  an  obvious  need.  "Altar  &  Home"  will 
attempt  to  make  a  notable  contribution  to  this 
neglected  field. 

"Altar  &  Home"  wiU  appear  monthly,  except  dur- 
ing the  vacation  months.  Each  issue  will  be  devoted 
to  some  phase  of  the  full  Christian  life.  This  phase 
will  be  treated  from  a  dogmatic  and  layman's  point 
of  view.  Emphasis  will  be  placed  on  thorough  schol- 
arship integrated  with  clear  and  simple  writing.  The 
editorial  staff  insists  that  "Altar  &  Home"  will  be  a 
review  which  the  layman  will  be  glad  to  read  because 
it  will  be  written  in  his  own  language. 

The  first  issue  of  "Altar  &  Home"  will  appear  in 
December.  This  issue  will  focus  special  attention  on 
"the  incarnation  at  the  altar,  in  the  family,  and  in 
the  market  place,"  the  research  staff  reported.  Among 
the  contributors  will  be  the  Rt.  Rev.  Martin  B.  Hel- 
liegel  and  Baroness  Maria  Augusta  Trapp.  The 
January  issue  will  be  centered  about  the  sacrament 
"Marriage". 

"Altar  &  Home"  will  be  published  by  the  Con- 
ception Abbey  Press  under  the  management  of  Rev. 
Daniel  Schuster,  O.S.B. 

^        ^  ^ 

VACATION  SCHOOL  IN  MANITOBA 

(continued  from    page  12) 

On  Friday,  July  23rd,  His  Grace,  Archbishop 
Pocock  paid  his  first  Pastoral  Visit  to  Camp  Morton 
and  confirmed  a  large  class  of  children.  The  little 
ones  were  happy  and  at  ease  in  his  presence.  "Any 
young  priests  here?"  he  questioned.  Several  hands 
went  up.  "Any  girls  who  would  like  to  be  Sisters?" 
Almost  all  hands  went  up.  "No  more  weddings. 
Father!"  remarked  His  Grace  to  the  pastor.  In  the 
afternoon  the  Archbishop  confirmed  at  Felsendorf 
and  Finns.  Next  day  he  administered  the  Sacrament 
at  Eraser  wood  and  Meleb. 

From  August  1st  to  8th  I  was  in  Langruth,  Man. 
preparing  a  little  class  for  First  Holy  Communion 
and  Confirmation.  Langruth  is  on  the  western  shore 
of  Lake  Manitoba.  It  was  here  that  Hungarian  im- 
migrants settled  some  years  ago,  and  it  is  here  that 
they  keep  the  Faith  in  spite  of  all  obstacles.  Monthly 
Mass  is  said  by  a  Jesuit  Father  from  Winnipeg.  I 
found  most  edifying  the  many  Communions  and 
evident  piety  of  these  good  people. 

His  Grace  came  on  Saturday  afternoon,  Father 
having  given  the  children  First  Holy  Communion  in 
the  morning.  Great  preparations  had  been  made  for 
this  visit  and  it  was  indeed  a  memorable  day  for  the 
children  and  their  parents.  Their  only  regret  was 
that  it  was  over  so  soon.  S.E.D. 


HOSPITAL  CHRISTMAS 

(continued  from  page  9) 

Finally  things  really  did  happen — with  a  speed 
and  a  bang  worthy  of  this  atomic  age.  A  door 
opened  and  two  ladies  walked  in  carrying  between 
them  the  beautiful  red-ribbon-bedecked  sewing  ma- 
chine, which  was  set  down  right  in  front  of  the 
indignant  one.  A  third  lady  carried  a  bench  for  the 
machine,  a  fourth  appeared  with  a  huge  bouquet 
of  flowers,  a  fifth,  the  President  of  the  Auxiliary, 
read  an  address  which  completely  dissolved  all 
indignation  and  gave  rise  to  an  impulse  to  tears. 
When  the  address  had  been  read  the  Sisters  were 
presented  with  the  flowers,  with  a  $20  gift  certificate 
for  records,  with  cards  bearing  350  names  of  con- 
tributors to  OUR  Christmas;  in  addition  to  all  this, 
pinned  to  the  ribbon  on  the  sewing  machine  was 
$125  to  be  used  as  we  saw  fit. 

I  don't  suppose  any  of  the  Sisters  who  were  there 
that  day  will  ever  forget  the  little  ceremony.  It  was 
not  any  one  of  the  gifts  we  had  received,  it  was  not 
all  of  them  together  that  brought  lumps  to  our 
throats  and  made  the  room  seem  a  bit  blurred.  It 
was  the  thought  behind  the  gifts,  the  individual 
offerings  of  so  many  people;  it  was  the  group  of 
happy,  beaming  faces  before  us,  the  faces  of  people 
who  were  OUR  people,  who,  we  now  knew,  ap- 
preciated our  being  in  Vilna,  were  grateful  for  what 
their  hospital  had  done  and  was  doing  for  them,  and 
had  expressed  their  gratitude  in  a  way  which  is  im- 
memorial— the  way  of  gift-giving.  It  was  with  very 
full  hearts  that  we  bade  all  our  good  friends  au 
revoir  that  evening.  If  we  had  felt  at  times  that  we 
stood  pretty  much  alone,  we  knew  at  last  that  such 
is  not  the  case.  The  people  are  behind  us;  it  is  our 
blessed  privilege  to  serve  and  Jove  them  in  their  sick 
and  through  them  and  in  them  the  Christ  Who  has 
given  us  Christmas. 

An  S.O.S.  Nurse 

^    *  ^ 

BOOK  REVIEWS 

(continued  from  page  12) 

WE  AND  OUR  CHILDREN.  By  Mary  Redd  New- 
land,  P.  J.  Kennedy  &  Sons.  Price  $3.50.  This  is 
a  significant  book  in  these  times  marked  by  varied 
problems  with  children  and  teenagers. 

Mrs.  William  J.  Newland,  a  mother  of  seven  chil- 
dren, is  backed  by  experience  in  pointing  out  that 
spiritual  development  has  nothing  to  do  with  age 
and  everything  to  do  with  innocence  and  grace.  She 
has  seen  that  children  are  able  to  develop  a  "whole" 
vision  of  God,  themselves  and  the  universe,  and  to 
master  an  intelligent  approach  to  Him  through 
prayer  and  daily  activities,  at  an  early  age. 

Among  the  problems  she  discusses  in  her  book 
are:  Teaching  the  Children  to  Pray;  Behaviour  Prob- 
lems; Purity;  The  Mass;  Work,  Play  and  Creative 
Activity. 


MANY  THINGS  ARE  OPENED  BY  ]\1ISTAKE,  BUT  NONE  SO  FREQUENTLY  AS  THE  MOUTH. 


